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THE AUTHOR'S PREFACE. 



Many of these poems are published for the first time ; 
the rest are now collected and reprinted. 

The title of this volume, " Sunshine and Shadow," 
has been chosen to illustrate the varied character of 
its contents. Some of the pieces are specially written 
for children, others for those upon whom life's shadows 
have fallen. 

The author's wish for all is that they may possess that 
Sunshine which brings no shadow with it. 



J. T. 



INTRODUCTION 



BY RIGHT REV. CHRISTOPHER WORDSWORTH, D.D., 
THE LORD BISHOP OF LINCOLN. 



The following Poems will best speak for them- 
selves. 

But I have been requested to write a few words 
in recommendation of them ; and as that request 
comes to me from one who is nearly connected 
with the Author of this volume, and to whose 
public services the Church of England generally, 
and this Diocese in particular, are largely indebted, 
I cannot withhold my compliance. 

Besides, in an age like the present, when 
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Literature, and especially Poetry, seem too often 

to forget that the noblest intellectual gifts are 

of little value, and may be very hurtful to the 

possessor of them and to others, unless they are 

dedicated to high and holy purposes, it is an 

occasion for great thankfulness, to be able to point 

to poems, such as many of those in the present 

volume, in which considerable mental powers and 

graces of composition are blended with pure re- 

« 
ligious feeling, and hallowed by sound doctrine 

and fervent devotion. 



C. LINCOLN. 



Riseholme^ Lincoln^ 
l\st July, 1872. 
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Sunshine and Shadow. 



THE GUARDIAN ANGEL. 

l^ji Y baby, art thou listening 
iili?^ To words I may not h< 



may not hear? 
Thine eyes are softly shining ; 
Is there an Angel near ? 

Thine own, thy Guardian Angel, 

Revealing to thy gaze 
The gladness and the sorrow 

Of all thine after days ? * 



* The Jews have a rabbinical tradition that the Guardian Angel 
of each child reveals to it, either before or directly after its birth, 
all that shall befall it in its after-life ; but the Angel's tidings are 
supposed to be forgotten almost immediately. 

B 
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Oh, fear him not, my baby ; 

For hath he not a place 
Amongst the blest, who always 

Behold the Father's face. 

Long used to earthly voices, 

'Tis all in vain we try 
To catch the sweet low music 

Thou hearest from on high. 

To earthly things accustomed. 

Our eyes refuse to see 
The rainbow wings, unfolded 

Softly to shelter thee. 

Hath thy bright watcher shown thee 
A vista of long years, — . 

A troublous, toilsome journey 
Through this dark vale of tears? 

It may be a stem warfare 
These tiny hands must wage. 

With earth and sin conflicting. 
And heirs malicious rage. 

Perchance — ^but oh, my baby. 
We would not have it so— 

Thou may'st be spared the conflict. 
Nought of the battle know. 
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The Angel may have shown thee 

A robe of snowy white, 
A small fair harp no hand hath struck, 

An infant's crown of light ; 

A vacant place made ready 

For such a one as thee : 
Oh, baby, is it selfish 

•To wish this may not be? 

To wish that thou majr'st rather 

Be spared to work for God ; 
To tread in Jesus' footsteps. 

To march where He hath trod ; 

To labour in His vineyard 

With glad and willing toil ; 
To gather in His harvest, 

To reap the golden spoil. 

Baby, we give thee wholly 

To Him who first hath given ; 
Him who with blood redeemed thee, 

And made thee heir of heaven. 

Sinful and weak and helpless, 

Yet on thy tiny brow. 
Signed soon with Christ's own token, 

Is glory even now. 
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We ask not, precious baby, 
What the bright Angel saith ; 

But, looking boldly upward. 
In confidence of faith. 

We ask what high Archangels 
Have not within their sway ; 

Thy path be as the morning light, 
Shining to perfect day. 




TffE RHONE GLACIER. 

DAY of rain, a starless night, and then, o'er ice 
and snow, 

The morning mists hung heavily, ahd clouds swept 
to and fro. 

With strained and eager eyes we gazed : the Glacier of 
the Rhone 

Its mighty pyramids up-reared, as, round a Monarch's 
throne 

Princes in proud submission stand, nor deem it scorn to 
wait 

Their royal master's high behest, or swell his kingly state. 

'Twas a fair legend of old time, that Galenstock's dim 
snows 

First caught Creation's rosy light when Eden's sun arose ; 
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Whilst at that moment, far beneath, from caves of deepest 

night 
The Rhone rushed forth, in mingled waves of darkness 

and of light ; 
And crevasses, with glad surprise, gave back the blue of 

heaven. 
Nor through the ages since have lost the loveliness then 

given. 

Yes : 'twas a legend fair indeed those ancient poets taught. 
To us with strange significance and wondrous beauty 

fraught ; 
For now on lofty pinnacles no human foot might tread. 
And depths for ever unexplored, a glorious light was shed : 
Clouds rolled away and mists dispersed, and o'er the 

glittering sea 
Of moveless waves the sun shone forth in power and 

majesty. 

Like to a past eternity the mighty Glacier seemed ; 
With glory infinite beyond what man could e'er have 

dreamed. 
With mysteries inaccessible, dark from excess of light; 
With phalanxes of angel forms arrayed in dazzling white ; 
And, from that past eternity a river had its birth, — 
The stream of Time, — ^along its course bearing the sons 

of earth : 
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Bearing them onward, onward still, for weal or else for 
woe, 

Unceasingly by day and night its rapid waters flow : 

The Rhone through barren wastes, or where the busy 
nations toil. 

Speeds towards the main, and gamers there his rich and 
varied spoil. 

Time hath his prey of life and death : and he too seeks 
the sea, — 

That shoreless ocean whence his source ^f all eternity. 



OUR FLORENCE. 



c 




UR little household sunbeam, 

Our merry little sprite. 
Surely some fay hath dowered thee 
With all things fair and bright. 
She stole the red carnation 

Thy rounded cheek to deck, 
And gathered snow-white lilies 
For thy soft baby neck. 

And as she found no floweret 

With sparkling eye of blue. 
She chose the violet's petals. 

All bright with morning dew; 
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She watched the fawn's light footsteps, 

And gave thy tiny feet 
Movements as free and bounding 

And grace as fair and sweet 

But she envied not the singing 

Of the very blithest bird, 
Nor the melody of streamlet, 

Nor leaves by zephyrs stirred ; 
For well she knew no music, 

However sweet and wild, 
Equals the joyous laughter 

Of a gleesome little child. 

Laugh on, our happy darling \ 

For we will guard thee well ; 
Laugh all the fresh young gladness 

Thou hast no words to telL 
Unchecked thine overflowings 

Of childish mirth and glee ; 
For who could gaze unsmiling 

On such bright thing as thee ! 

Who could resist the sweetness 

Of thine abounding love, 
All things in turn embracing, — 

Around, beneath, above ; 
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The tiny hand so ready 

With coaxing, fond caress ; 
The rosy lips oft seeking 

Soft kisses dear to press ! 

The winter may be dreary, 

Dark hours and chill may come ; 
But dearer than the sunshine 

Is the sunbeam of our home. 
The summer's glowing roses 

Have bloomed and passed away : 
God grant our cherished floweret 

May cheer our hearts alway ! 

ARRICHION. 

[During the celebration of the Olympic Games, Arrichion 
obliged his adversary to ask for quarter at the very moment he 
himself expired. Arrichion was crowned and proclaimed victor, 
though dead.] 

IS mockery to bind that brow 

With victory's proud wreath ; 
Oh, wherefore dim those shining leaves 
With the cold dew of death ? 

Place not in that pale nerveless hand 

The triumph-branch of palm, 
Nor seek with loud applause to break 

Sleep so profound, so calm. 
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Victor in death, — ^was it for this, 

With self-denying pain. 
From pleasures in which ardent youth 

Delights, thou did'st refrain ? 

Was it for this, that year by year 

Unwearied thou did'st strive. 
Triumphant only in the hour . 

When thou hast ceased to live ? 

Was it for this. — Oh, vain reward ! 

Brave but unconscious dead. 
What reck'st thou of the olive crown 

Placed proudly on thine head ? 

There are who wear the victor crown 

Amid heaven's radiant host ; 
But not of earthly pomp or fame 

Could those redeemed ones boast. 

Arrichion, heralds shout thy name 

To an assembled throng. 
And poets celebrate thy deeds 

In words of lofty song. 

Victor in death, — ^alas, no voice 

Told thee of that far goal 
To which the ebbing tide of life 

Hath borne thy deathless soul ! 



K 
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None bid thee run a nobler race, 

And win a nobler crown 
Than the Oljrmpic's trodden course, 

The Oljrmpic's vain renown. 

Not yet in Athens' busy streets 

The great Apostle trod, 
Telling her listening citizens 

Of the true living God \ 

Telling of One whose kingly brow 
Was decked with many crowns ; 

Heaven in His gracious smile rejoiced. 
Hell trembled at His frowns. 

Yet laid He by His royal state 
One other crown to gain ; 

And Maker, Ruler, King of all. 
Spent years of want and pain ; 

Until at length, — ^Victor in death, — 

He took its sting away. 
And, rising from the conquered grave. 

Returned to endless day ; 

Wearing the mediatorial wreath. 

As Saviour of the lost, — 
Redeemer, Captain, Eldest-bom 

Of an unnumbered host 
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Alas, Arrichion, — ^mortal hands 

May twine a garland fair, 
But only formed of fading flowers, 

Meet for the dead to wear. 

Far nobler fight is ours to wage 

'Gainst foes without — ^within ; 
If faithful unto death, a crown 

Immortal, ours to win. 

Brave Greek, thou hadst but thine own strength 

And courage for the strife ; 
We through the might of Him who died 

Shall wear the crown of life. 



THE NIGHT TO BE REMEMBERED. 




*AR o'er the Nile's broad waters 
The pale fair moonlight streamed. 
And stars in heaven's deep azure 
With softened radiance gleamed. 
In silence 'midst the groves of palm 

The spring-tide's storm-winds slept ; 
In silence 'midst the quiet streets, 
Watchers their vigil kept 
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None saw the dreadful angel 

Descending from the sky, 
None heard the boding whisper 

Of footfall from on high ; 
But in the midnight hour arose 

The cry of them that mourn, 
With bitter unavailing grief. 

The death of the firstborn. 



In Pharaoh's royal palace 

Lay dead a princely boy. 
Heir of the Sun's wide empire, — 

His parents' boast and joy. 
The captive in his dungeon cell. 

He was a mourner too ; 
For Death's stem messenger no rank 

And no distinction knew. 



Throughout the land of Egypt 

The firstborn all were slain ; 
Vain was the mother's anguish, 

The father's pleadings vain. 
The firstborn cattle all were dead, 

And firstborn of the flock ; 
And startled goats, from lifeless kids. 

Sprang up the craggy rock. 
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Dimly to us is pictured 

That night of fear and dread, 
When every man in Egypt 

Rose from his restless bed ; 
When every house in all the land 

Had one dead child to weep, 
When king and captive, lord and slave, 

The same sad watch must keep. 



But from the land of Goshen 

There rose no funeral cry ; 
Those blood-besprinkled portals 

Death saw, and passed them by. 
Israel could hear the dreadful wail 

From palace and from cot ; 
The blood had saved their little ones, — 

The angel harmed them not 



Oh, night to be remembered 

By tyrant and by slave ; 
For Israel glad deliverance ; 

For Egypt a dark grave I 
With mighty hand and stretched-out arm 

God for His people fought. 
And terrible and wondrous things 

For their salvation wrought 
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Dear children, you are ransomed 

With blood of priceless worth, — 
The blood of Christ your Saviour, 

The Lord of heaven and earth ; 
Oh, trust in Him with all your heart, 

And then you need not fear ; 
For 'midst all dangers, night and day, 

He will be ever near. 




LINES 

SUGGESTED BY THE MONUMENT OF HOWARD, THE PHILAN- 
THROPIST, IN ST. PAUL'S CATHEDRAL, LONDON. 

[HE brave are gathered round thee, — from snowy 

marble wrought, — 

The life-like effigies of those who for our freedom 
fought : 

The hero-sons of England, who, on the battle-plain. 

Or where the ocean-wave ran red with warrior-blood, were 
slain : 

Meet are these marble monuments for them, the brave, 
the high, 

Whose proud resolve was ever — to conquer or to die ! 

The brave, indeed, are round thee ; but, Howard, not as 
they 

Didst thou lead glittering legions on, in battle's proud 
array: 
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No cannon e'er thine advent boomed upon a foreign land, 

No shining sword was wielded by thy free gentle hand ; 

Thou didst not tread the warrior's track, or claim his 
victory, — 

Thine was " an unfrequented path to immortality." ♦ 

Who, before thee, had cared to seek the prison's wretched 
den, 

Where deep degraded man forgot his brotherhood with 
men. 

Where the hard heart grew harder yet, communing with 
its sin. 

Disgusting loathsomeness around, and dark despair within ! 

Who, before thee, had left the light of pleasure's glittering 
halls. 

To seek, unaided and alone, the dungeon's dreary walls ! 

Oh, there was One ! His lightning track was through the 
awe-struck sky ; 

His chariots were the mountain-clouds, careering swiftly 
by; 

His steeds were burning cherubim ; His lofty dwelling- 
place 

Extended through the boundless realms of an unmea- 
sured space ; 
To Him the glorious seraphim sung everlasting lays : 

His years had no commencement — His life no end of 
days. 

• Inscription on Howard's monument. 
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Yet pitied He our prison world; and, Heaven's high 
glory leaving, 

Came down where wretchedness and sin life's gloomy 
web were weaving. 

He came : and lo ! the chains were loosed which bound 
the sons of men ; 

And demons, trembling at His voice, sought hell's dark 
haunts again ; 

And beauty bloomed in the pale cheek, where death so 
late had reigned ; 

And flowers, the first bright flowers, sprung up, of 
Paradise regained. 

He came to set the captive free : oh, strange, mysterious 
love, 

Which made Him share the prisoner's lot, his fetters to 
remove ! 

Which made Him bear the sinner's guilty-' that guilt to 
cleanse away ; 

And die, that dying men might live, sons of immortal 
day! 

Compassion infinite ! how far Thy glorious deeds excel 

What earth's most stately monuments, most rapturous 
songs can tell 1 

These marble records soon shall fade; this lofty dome 
shall fall. 

Though fair each graved and polished stone, and strong 
the sculptured wall : 
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But, Saviour, to Thy glorious name a temple riseth high, 

Enduring as the countless years of Thine eternity ; 

And purer than the snow-white fane reared to the orb of 
day. 

Near where on Tigris' ancient wave shines forth his 
earliest ray. * 

A living temple, formed of hearts, washed in Thy precious 
blood; 

Of souls redeemed from sin and death to righteousness 
and God : 

A temple, whose foundation laid on Calvary's mournful hill, 

Hath grown 'mid storms and tears and blood, and yet is 
growing still 3 

A temple, vocal with Thy praise, in loudest anthems 
swelling, 

TothewideuniverseThymight and love and wisdom telling. 

-. * 

The highest glory man can reach is not that he should gain 

A monument by genius wrought in some time-honoured 
fane ; 

But in that living temple placed, a tried and polished stone. 

He should be found when earth's proud towers and tombs 
are overthrown. 

Exceeding height of blessedness, Howard, such lot is thine ; 
And, though in humbler, lower meed, oh, be such glory 
mine! 

• A temple built by the Yezidis, dedicated to the sun, and so 
placed that his early beams fall softly upon it. 
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MIRIAM, 




'ATHER, I shall not see the land 
Where I have longed to die : 
Not mid our old ancestral tombs 
This wasted form may lie. 
The grass and flowers of Palestine 
Spring from my mother's grave ; 
But English willows o'er my tomb 
Their mournful boughs will wave. 

Nay, father, start not at her name, 

For once 'twas in thine ear 
Like music to the sightless one, — 

As ravishing, as dear ; 
And I have longed to speak of her 

Through many a weary night. 
When her loved form beside me stood 

Circled by rays of light. 

E*en now she seems to gaze on me 

With the same gentle smile 
Which in my days of infancy 

Could every care beguile ; 
And her long clustering raven hair 

Seems waving even now. 
Like night clouds softly cast aside 

From the pale moon's calm brow. 
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Thou deem'st her faith an erring one \ 

But oh, could one so mild, 
So meek, so prayerful, so sincere, 

By Satan be beguiled ? 
My father, could the light which shone 

From her fast-closing eyes, — 
The light of hope and joy which seemed 

A gleam from yonder skies, — 



Could that have shone so brightly on 

Through all the pangs of death. 
If hers were an apostate creed, 

A soul-destroying faith ? 
No, father : Jesus is the Christ, 

The promised, the foretold. 
The Conqueror of whose glorious deeds 

Sung many a seer of old. 



IVe struggled long with fear and doubt ; 

But doubt and fear have passed. 
And to His sinless sacrifice 

My soul hath fled at last, — 
As her one hope, hath sought in Him 

For pardon and for grace ; 
And tempest-tost in Him hath found 

A quiet resting place. 
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Once, when I was a little child, 

Roughly the tempests raged, 
And, terror-struck, I deemed the host 

Of hell fierce conflict waged ; 
I thought their voices in the blast 

Spoke words of deadly hate. 
And that they called me hence away 

To share their lost estate. 



Trembling, I flew to hide myself 

In my sweet mother's arms : 
With the bright tear-drop in her eye 

She soothed my child's alarms. 
And told me of that Mighty One, 

Who holds the viewless winds 
Close in His fists, and storm and sea 

At His own will unbinds. 



And still I feared : until she spoke, 

In a yet gentler tone. 
Of One who our firail nature took 

And made our griefs His own, — 
Yet Who was God ! for He had power. 

To bid the waves be still ; 
And mighty billows sank to rest, 

Submissive to His will. 
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Then in a lower, sadder voice, 

She told of Israel's scorn, 
And with what holy gentleness, 

Jesus their hate had borne j 
Told how He bowed His head to shame, 

And hung upon the tree, 
To expiate a world's vast guilt. 

To set the sin-chained free. 



We were in our own Judah then, 

Our ancient glorious land. 
And often on Mount Olivet 

At eve I used to stand ; 
And as on Zion's lofty heights 

Fell the sun's parting ray, 
I dreamt that with that waning light 

The Crescent passed away. 



Proudly the city seemed to stretch 

Before my eager gaze. 
And from its thronged and echoing streets 

Rose sounds of joy and praise ; 
Within its solemn gorgeous fane 

Brave thousands bent the knee, — 
And Gentiles, with God's chosen race. 

Welcomed earth's jubilee. 
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But save in moments such as these, 

I was not ever glad ; 
My mother's voice, so kind, so dear, 

Was yet so meek and sad : 
*Twas like the last sweet mournful song 

Which captive Israel sung, — 
Like the last notes their harp-strings breathed. 

Ere on the willows hung. 



We buried her beneath the shade 

Of a wild olive tree, — 
Close where, by mountain torrents fed, 

A brook flows bright and free : 
The lotus wreaths its crimson flowers, 

Exhaling rich perfume. 
And golden lilies love to grow 

Around her quiet tomb. 



Oh, wearily the years have passed 

Beneath these distant skies ! 
My heart has ached for Judah's hills, — 

Judah's sad melodies ; 
And I have sighed to kneel again 

Beside that hallowed spot, 
Where sleeps one who in life or death 

Can never be forgot 
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Yet most IVe sighed to hear of Him 

Thou saidst I must not name : 
Long, in obedience to thy word, 

I strove to doubt His claim, — 
Strove to believe He could not be 

The Son of the Most High, 
And placed in my own worthless deeds 

Hopes for eternity. 



But sometimes when each voice was hushed 

In the still solenm night, 
A vision of scenes long since past 

Came freshly o'er my sight : 
The mount of Olives, where so oft 

In childhood's hours I stood, — 
And Salem's towers before me rose, 

And Galilee's blue flood ; 



And my loved mother gazed on me 

With her dark, long-fringed eyes, 
And whispered, — ^in low mournful tones. 

As when a zephyr sighs, — 
The words of Him whom she adored. 

To Judah's sons addressed : 
" Ye will not come to Me for life, 

Nor enter into rest" 
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And then I wept : but with the morn, 

And with thy greeting smile, 
Came other thoughts and earth-bom joys 

My spirit to beguile : 
Treasures were hoarded for thy child ; 

But valueless to me 
Were the rich gems of Indian mines, 

Father, compared with thee. 



And there was yet another love. 

Dear, precious e'en as thine. 
Which wreathed with golden threads of hope 

Around this heart of mine : 
Oh, Wilhelm, when thy bark was launched 

Far o'er the heaving tide. 
Thou did'st not deem ere thy return 

Death would have claimed thy bride ! 



Nay, father, dearest, do not weep 

With such despairing grief, — 
Thy tender care hath ever blessed 

My days so few and brief; 
Yet not, mid sunshine's glowing hours. 

Not in bright days of health. 
Not when so rich in earthly love. 

Affection's hoarded wealth. 
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Should I have felt how poor I was, 

But when I knew that time 
For me was fleeting as the clouds 

In Judah's sunny clime ; 
And when I sought to find a claim, 

A title to the skies 
In mine own works — ^and nought but sin 

There met my startled eyes ; 



The thought of Jesus flashed across 

My trembling, shrinking soul, 
And hope, despite ten thousand fears. 

O'er each dark prospect stole. 
My mother trusted in His name. 

And, calm mid mortal strife. 
Passed even joyfully away. 

Secure of endless life. 



Thou knowest, father, how I sought 

The Book she loved to read ; 
And feeling all my ignorance. 

My guilt, my urgent need. 
Prayed that if Jesus were the Christ, 

That record of Him true, 
I might believe its sacred page. 

Might share His mercy too. 



I 
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Father, I do believe His blood 

Hath washed away my stains, — 
I know it hath, — ^for heavenly peace 

Within my spirit reigns : 
A holier joy is in my heart 

Than e'er I felt before, — 
A foretaste of the bliss reserved 

For yonder radiant shore. 



My father, wilt not thou believe ? 

It is my last request. 
And thou wilt think of it I know, 

When silently I rest, — 
That thou would'st take this holy Book 

And read it, with meek prayer ; 
Then God will give thee light to know. 

And blessedness to share. 



The full salvation Christ hath wrought 

For Israel, — ^yes, for thee 1 
Shalt feel that He alone can make 

The sons of Abraham free ; 
And yielding up to Him thy soul, 

Thy weaiy lonely heart, 
Shalt taste the blessedness and peace 

He only can impart. 
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And Wilhelm : oh, when he returns 

From o'er the sounding main, 
And lists for his own Miriam's voice 

To welcome him again, — 
Oh, tell him not that I am dead, 

But point him to the Word 
Which saith the parted Christian's soul 

But sleeps in Christ his Lord 1 



Tell him he must not, will not rest, 

Till, through the help of God, 
He hath examined Jesus' claim. 

Sought pardon through His blood : 
Oh, ye will both, — I know ye will, — 

Rejoin me in that land. 
Where even now my mother dwells 

With a rejoicing band. 



I longed to die in mine own land. 

And rest beneath the sod 
Which in a mortal's lowly guise 

The Lord Jehovah trod ; 
I may not : but Wilhelm and thou. 

When Miriam is no more. 
Perchance may sometime cross the wave. 

And visit that far shore. 
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And if ye should, oh, bring ye back 

LiHes and Sharon's rose, 
From that calm vale where Kedron's brook 

With gentlest murmur flows ; 
And plant them o'er my grave, to bloom 

Till that soon coming day 
When heaven and earth and sea and sky 

And all things pass away. 




The setting sun o'er Judah's hills 

Cast his last glowing beam, 
And shone o'er a brook's tiny waves 

With wild and wayward gleam ; 
A richer, warmer tint suffused 

The Lotus' scented flowers. 
And lilies sweeter fragrance shed 

To greet the evening hours : 

An aged man, whose form was bowed. 

Yet more by grief than years. 
Bent o'er a tomb whose grass and buds 

Were watered by his tears ; 
An olive waved its lofty boughs 

Gently above his head. 
And glad birds, warned of coming night. 

To nest and arbour sped. 
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Patience had had her perfect work 

With that sore stricken one : 
He wept, but not with murmuring tears, 

0*er loved and dear ones gone ; 
But he who now beside him stood. 

Waxed louder in his wail. 
And mournfully his sad lament 

Was borne upon the gale. 



Yet it was brief: soon calmer thoughts 

Within his breast awoke ; 
The spell which love once brightly wove. 

Stem death indeed had broke. 
But Miriam's solemn dying charge 

Had not been given in vain, 
And Wilhelm owned as King and Lord, 

" The Lamb which once was slain." 



And Miriam's father, too, renounced 

Dependence on the Law, 
And glory only in the Cross, 

And peace and comfort saw ; 
And as he turned to leave the spot 

Where slept his long-lost wife, 
He whispered, " Jesus w the Christ, 

The Way, the Truth, the Life." 
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WHAT 
THE BROOK SAID TO THE CHILD. 

H, I wish that the brook would speak to me ! 

I come to it every day ; 
And I love to look at its bright little waves, 
But I wish it had something to say. 
Mamma, dear, how pleasant and strange it would be. 
If the brook should just only for once speak to me ! " 

" Very strange : and yet. Amy, to me 'tis as strange 

If its waters indeed run away 
To join the great river, and flow to the sea 

Without having something to say. 
Let us use both our eyes and our ears very well, 
And find out if it really has nothing to tell." 

So Amy sat down on the green sunny bank. 
With her own dear mamma by her side ; 

And she push*d back the curls quite away from her ears. 
And open'd her eyes very wide. 

And listened, till weary, such long watch to keep. 

And luird by the rippling, the child fell asleep. 

And then spoke the brook: but the little one thought 
'Twas her mother's dear voice which she heard ; 
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For sweeter the tones of that silvery stream, 

Than the song of the midsummer bird, 
And the chimes of its wavelets were joyful or sad. 
As its tale, like our life, was now troublous — ^now glad. 



" I come from the hills, gentle child, 

From the green old distant hills ; 
And a merry race for a while I ran, 

With my brother and sister rills ; 
Till I came to a place where the rugged stones 

Gave me so much work to do. 
That I wearied to think of the toil I should have 

In forcing a pathway through ; 
But a sunbeam came, and it led me on. 

And I found that the stoniest way 
Is traversed at last, if we steadily take. 

Just a step, and a step, a day. 



" Then I reached a valley, where waving trees 

Cast o'er me their leafy shade ; 
And birds, as they perched on the topmost boughs. 

Such exquisite music made. 
That I lingered to listen, — and lo, green weeds 

Around me their tendrils threw ; 
And amid them the white ranunculus gleamed. 

And the brooklime, so deeply blue ! 
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They bound me : I loved them— I could not go, 

I could not burst my chain, 
Though the sunbeam whisper'd, ' Away, away ! 

Thine home in the ocean to gain ! ' 
The flowery fetters which girt me round, 

Grew firmer and firmer still j 
For he who would freedom obtain, must learn 

To rule — not be ruled by — ^his will. 



" And sluggishly still I had there remained 

Like a stagnant pool till now ; 
But a strong wind swept through the shaking trees, 

And over the mountain's brow ; 
And it shattered the barrier my flowers had raised, 

And uprooted each clinging weed ; 
And startled, repentant, ashamed, I rush*d 

On my way with redoubled speed. 



" 'Twas a sorrowful course for a while : my waves 

Were no longer clear and bright ; 
I could not give back, as in happier times, 

The sunbeam's pure beautiful light ; 
And the desolate moor which I ought to have crossed. 

Ere summer's long days pass'd by. 
Seemed doubly dreary, and dark, and lone, 

'Neath the clouds of a wintry sky. 
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" Still onward I travelled, till high and steep 

Stem rocks above me frowned, 
And narrow and winding my track became 

0*er the stony and sterile ground : 
'Twas a painful and difficult pass, — ^but oh, 

I traversed it not in vain ; 
For, clear as a mirror, and bright once more, 

I reflected the sunbeam again ! 

" And now I flow on with a joyful hope 

Of reaching my longed-for home ; 
It cannot be distant, — ^those swallows are decked 

With the ocean's bright silvery foam. 
It cannot be distant : I hear the sound 

Of its waves on the passing wind. 
Little child ! hasten onward thy home to reach. 

Nor linger, nor look behind." 

The streamlet was silent : but Amy still slept. 

And she dreamt that through field and through 
wood 
She saw her dear brook flowing rapidly on. 

Till it mingled with ocean's bright flood ; 
And lo, the strong billows such glad welcome spoke, 
That with wonder and joy the sweet sleeper awoke ! 
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HOSANNA. 

OSANNA ! loud Hosanna ! 
The little children sang : 
Through pillared court and temple 
The lovely anthem rang : 
To Jesus who had blessed them, 

Close folded to His breast, 
The children sang their praises, — 
The simplest and the_best. 

From Olivet they followed, 

'Mid an exultant crowd. 
The victor palm-branch waving, 

And chanting clear and loud ; 
Bright angels joined the chorus 

Beyond the cloudless sky, 
" Hosanna in the highest : 

Glory to God on high ! " 

Fair leaves of silvery olive 

They strewed upon the ground, 
Whilst Salem's circling mountains 

Echoed the joyful sound : 
The Lord of men and angels 

Rode on in lowly state. 
Nor scorned that little children 

Should on His bidding wait. 
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" Hosanna in the highest ! " 

That ancient song we sing, 
For Christ is our Redeemer, 

The Lord of heaven our King ; 
Oh, may we ever praise Him 

With heart and life and voice. 
And in His blissful presence 

Eternally rejoice ! 

A DREAM OF HE A VEN. 

* 

WEET Lilian, sing, oh, sing to me ! 

Vainly I touch the lute; 
Its music fails to please mine ear 
When thy dear voice is mute. 
The wind, with solemn, dirge-like wail, 

Sweeps o'er the stormy sea : 
Oh, list no more its mournful notes. 
But turn and sing to me." 

With fitful gleam the firelight shone 

On Lilian's marble cheek, 
And flickered o'er her shining hair 

And brow so calm and meek. 
She turned : and, as her harp's full chords 

With heavenly music rang. 
In sweetest notes of melody 

The minstrel maiden sang. 




SMtMsAtme ami Shadcw. 



**R35i, I cooM not plaj to-nig^ 

Is ^id azKi ^cesome strain; 
>£t tjlTcrrng TtKce voold strire to raise 

A kmxzs sci^ in Tain : 
Bat v^iile die free and viewless winds 

Xlike musk: widi die deep, 
listen, and I win sing to thee 

A vision of mr sleep. 



LILIAN'S soxa 



^ I dreamt that I had passed away 

From sc«[ies of eaith and time, — 
That I had reached the blissful shore 

Of Heaven's michanging clime : 
My head was circled with a crown. 

My form was robed in white ; 
I dwelt, a happy child, at home 

In that £ur world of light 




*' I lo\'ed to join the Seraphim 

In lofty hymns of praise ; 
I loved on Jesos' glorious &ce 

Adoringly to gaze : 
^nd ofttimes at His high behest 
Whom glittering hosts obey, 
messages of mercy sent 
eardi I winged my way. 
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" We had no weeks or months in heaven, 

No measiure for the years ; 
Our sight was unimpaired by age, 

Undimmed by sorrow's tears : 
But there were eras of bright joy 

In that eternal land, 
When some repenting sinner prayed, 

Or spirit joined our band 



" Methought that, with some angel-friends, 

I watched thy slow decay : 
I did not mourn then^ Rosa dear. 

To see thee fade away. 
No : triumphing with holy joy. 

We gathered round thy bed ; 
We knew thy life would but begin 

When earth should call thee dead. 



"Yet thought we less that thou should'st share 

Our home and our reward, 
Than of the glory thou should'st bring 

To our Redeemer-Lord : 
Another gem, to deck His crown 

With added lustrous light ; 
A star, which in His diadem 

Should shine for ever bright. 
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" Methought the mortal strife was past, 

Thy spirit was set' free; 
I led thee through the open gates 

To Heaven's eternity : 
Fresh praise to Jesus sounded forth 

From all that countless throng ; 
While music from ten thousand harps 

Was mingled with their song. 

" My dream was o'er. Thou, Rosa, love, 

Wast calling me from sleep ; 
Bidding me watch the morning light 

Break o'er the waking deep : 
The morning light, how faint and dim, 

How sickly seemed its ray ! 
E'en as a torch to noontide's sun, — 

As starHght to the day." 



Long years had passed, and Lilian slept 

Beneath the silent tomb : 
No bright fire shone, no voice was heard, 

In that deserted room. 
Another home was Rosa's now, 

Another name she bore ; 
Nought save the deep, dark sea remained 

As it had been before : 
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But ever at the twilight time, 

When autumn's chill winds blew ; 
And when, o'er Lilian's silent harp 

Its gleams the fire-light threw, — 
'Twas ever then that Rosa seemed 

To hear an angel voice, 
Whispering, in well-remembered tones, 

" Look onward, and rejoice." 




PILGRIM CHILDREN. 

**Let your little ones also go with youi^ Ex. x. 24. 

'HEN from Egypt's house of bondage 
Israel marched, — a mighty band, — 
. Little children, numbered with them, 
Journeyed to the promised land 

Little children 
Trod the desert's trackless sand. 

Little children crossed the Jordan, 
Landed on fair Canaan's shore ; 

'Neath the sheltering vine they rested. 
Homeless wanderers now no more. 

Little children 
Sang sweet praise for perils o'er. 



Ytiuiluii! TiigTTiff ^ve ^pobM lie. 

TSSM &SBSL Asd 39 act 3S 



All iSie yMfTTirw ttp 



Be oorEg^ from shafdovy n^g^itfiJl, 
Till the dukiiess pass zvay. 




Fnm die dai^eis of the way. 

When we reach the cold, daik ixver. 
Bid us tremNe not, nor fear : 

Be Thoa widi US in die waters ; 
We are safe if Thoa ait neac 

Through the biOows 
Let the emerald bow appear. 

Then, otir pilgrim jomney ended. 

All Thy gloiy we shall see, — 
Dwell with saints and holy angels, 
Rest beneath life's healing tree. 
Happy children : 
ig, blessing, loving Thee ! 
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ISRAEL AND NINEVEH. 

MPTY and void and waste ! " Can this be 

she, 

The Queen of conquest, peerless Nineveh ? 
Still, as of old, Assyrian breezes blow ; 
Still Kurdistan's dark hills are crowned with snow ; 
Still, night by night, the glittering gems on high 
Tell where angelic feet have trod the sky ; 
Still fragrant oleanders bloom and fade 
Where ancient streams flow*neath the palm-tree's shade. 
Yes : hills and streams and rocks and stars remain, — 
Where is the boast of Asshur's spreading plain ? 
Oh, reappear one moment to my gaze 
Ye gorgeous palaces of other days ! 
And ye, proud temples, decked with Ophir's spoils 
And Ophifs treasures, bought with blood and toils ; 
Come back, ye mighty warriors, to whom Earth, 
In her young vigour and her strength, gave birth ; 
People those streets and fanes and rosy bowers. 
Where floats the incense of ten thousand flowers ; 
List to the music of that lute and song. 
Sweet as if Israfil had joined the throng : 
And ye, Chaldean sages, climb once more 
The marble towers ye climbed so oft of yore ; 
Count up the periods when the moon shall don 



SuKshzKc ::^:J Shadow, 



" r sni^'ia^. vei! msr. snn to look upon : 
...jT.: n-w AideiiarLT Isi^s. -sriih raddy light, 
}.-.-= - •^•^'^•- tnTouri lie ir:h of night ; 
'.. :? r.?^ thi :uT.:r^^ "ru: isipious Queen* 

\u:.'.. V \i:ir.::r:ii. thrzzei 3^d crowned, is seen ; 
V -:- r.t: n;iuik :;:.:L^'-:=r. early doomed to save 

:-T*iTfr.f... w:r^ii:n "ry her water}' grave, 
:- ;' -'urosf r^*,vri in tl:se stars, which rise 
.. -c. --.J-.: n?rc:f-t frcz: uie Eastern skies. 



^"•- ■* *•• 



> r^ :- rara:::se to name 






ih.-u^r. 5>el:-:z:posed, to trace 
^ . >-—• «^ v,i7..icrcr5 cf unbounded space: 
.v.. --I *"'. .*um t>j:t in a n:}T:ad years 
. . ^v - ?vx ,v-.nt a tenth cf those bright, wondrous 



^ :'4>4Ct* " rntm-. vc^id. and waste," — 
xsi»wi: c^rr^ rc.-k the c'.cn- of the past? 
r TVAt. ^h?r. n^x»nlighi sofdy gleams, 
,^j|j^SQiiV:i. c\;t frcvnt the land of dreams ; 
H^^w tic ^Ji: th^r; t.tlis no human sound 
« xVJirixrr-anred and sterile ground. 




;*»' ccctton of a Nubian Monarch, who 

f^* ^-^f ;he Shepherd-Kings, is said to have 

*k>S* ^y "*• crimes, so that in order to save 

^a««»^!K\i vengeance, she was obliged to 

c«M^ :o the fuiy of the waves. 
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Perchance the wild gazelle some loosened stone, 
With startled step, adown the rock hath thrown ; 
Perchance the Arab his dark tent may spread, 
A grass-grown palace echoing *neath his tread ; 
And evermore from rock and plain and skies 
Voice unto voice in solemn tones replies : 
" The curse of heaven fell on this guilty spot ; 
God frowned on Nineveh, and — ^it was not." 

Thou didst not fall unwarned, thou great and proud ! 

Long ere thy neck to Media's yoke had bowed, — 

Ere yet Ecbatana her heroes sent. 

Or Babylon to thy destruction lent 

Her willing aid, — z. toil-worn man of God 

Thy crowded streets and glittering temples trod ; 

And, in unearthly accents, loud and long. 

Told to a careless and rejoicing throng 

Swift-coming vengeance for the guilt of years. 

Burning for beauty, and for gladness tears. 

Not twice the moon her circuit should complete 

Ere Asshufs sage no more her orb might greet : 

" Yet forty days," and through its length and breadth 

Destruction should o'erwhelm Assyria's pride and 
strength ; 

" Yet forty days," and Nineveh believed ; 

Jehovah's word with awe-struck faith received : 

Hushed was the sound of mirth and dance and song. 



K 
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And high and low, the feeble and the strong, 

Joined in one penitent and stricken cry. 

Heard mid the notes of seraph minstrelsy. 

Yes, it was heard : the angePs hand was stayed ; 

Sheathed once again the sharp and glittering blade : 

Not yet poured out the vial, which contained 

The bitter dregs Assyria since hath drained ; 

For there were little ones who calmly slept. 

Whilst, kneeling low, their contrite mothers wept 

And He who, ages after, gently smiled. 

And softly blessed the Israelitish child. 

Looked pityingly on infancy's frail form, 

And stilled the winds and hushed the threatened storm. 



How infinite beyond the utmost height 
Which thought can reach in her exalted flight, 
Unfathomed as the ocean's deepest wave. 
Stronger than death and mightier than the grave, 
Is God's forbearing love I Man scarce forgives, 
If erring ones repentant he believes ; 
God pardons, though He knows another day 
Will see the lust enthroned now cast away ; 
When, in the heart which now appears so broken, 
He sees the longings, yet unthought, unspoken. 
Which, soon as fear of vengeance shall subside, 
Will flow again in sin's accustomed tide. 
Oh, wondrous love ! Stars, in their glittering course. 
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Yield timefiil worship to light's glorious Source ; 
The sea, and all deep places, bring to Him 
Creation's homage in their sounding hymn ; 
UnfeUen angels bend before the throne, 
Sustained in purity by Him alone. 
Man hath another song : lowlier than all 
Before the Infinite 'tis his to fall, 
And tell of that longsuflfering grace and love 
Which deigned to warn and pity and reprove : 
Grace which ne'er failed to them who truly sought ; 
Love, with all blessing, all salvation fraught : 
Yet love and grace so oft despised and scorned. 
That God at length destroyed what yet He mourned. 

Alas ! not long the Queen of nations bent 
Beneath the dread of righteous punishment, 
Or sought for mercy, else had fire and flood 
Not mingled cursings where proud Nimroud stood. 
Soon as high heaven the sword of justice sheathed. 
Her bright tiara with fresh flowers was wreathed ; 
Her sackcloth changed for robes of purple dye ; 
Pride in her step and triumph in her eye : 
Her lion-guarded fanes again she trod. 
And turned to idols from the living God. 
And still not yet the threatened vengeance came : 
Her conquests grew, and wider spread her fame. 
Until a hundred years had passed away 
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Since Jonah homeward had retraced his way ; 
His message given, had crossed Euphrates' wave, 
In lone Gath-hepher soon to find a grave. 
And now a crown, with many a diverse band, 
Told Asshufs King was lord of many a land : 
Low at his footstool sons of Eden bowed, — 
Monarch and Prince, a tributary crowd 
From Hamath, Arphad, Hena, Ivah came, 
Mingling with captive hosts of Sepharv^m. 
The camel failed, though swiftest of his race. 
In some safe haunt his Arab lord to place ; 
Warriors of Tyre hung their bright shields in vain 
Around those walls where soon the foe should reign ; 
Proud ships of Greece on the Cilician coast 
Wete vanquished by his brave, resistless host. 
Chiefs knew his power, whose castled homes on high. 
Mid fir-clad mountains mingled with the sky ; 
Dark sons of Ethiopia owned his sway. 
And lovely Cyprus yielded in dismay ; 
Damascus, too, Assyria's Monarch owned : 
O'er half the world he seemed to be enthroned. 
His feet were on the necks of mighty Kings, 
His coffers filled with Earth's rich offerings : 
Gods of the conquered, powerless and forlorn. 
To pieces dashed, or in derision borne. 
What lacked he yet ? Nay, when are man's desires 
Not craving as the grave, or hell's insatiate fires! 
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One land there was still left, one priceless gem, 
Which glittered not in his proud diadem. 

It was a land of vales and snow-wreathed hills ; 

Of broad, smooth lakes and sunny glancing rills ; 

Lily and rose an<J scented violet grew 

Where pure on Hermon fell the eafly dew ; 

Fair myrtles clustered round the fountain-source 

Whence Jordan flowed in his oft-winding course, 

Shaded by lofty oaks, and that loved tree 

Whose waving boughs are types of victory ; 

Whilst rue and thyme each passing wave perfumed 

Ere in the Sea of Death it was entombed. 

Genial the climate of that land, its soil 

Richly repaying what was scarcely toil : 

Vineyard and oliveyard and wood and grove. 

Where evermore the wild bee loved to rove. 

Sheltered its peopled cities. Favoured most 

Of all the kingdoms which the world could boast; 

Though crimson flowers their magic colouring threw. 

Midst dazzling snows, where Alpine breezes blew ; 

Though sparkling streams and flowery plains were 
theirs 

Who knelt, the sun's deluded worshippers ; 

Though Albion's distant isle was deemed so fair, 

'Twas thought the home of happy souls was there; 

Though with the roar of Assonan's foaming waters 

Mingled the song of Egjrpt's dark-eyed daughters. 
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Where sculptured fanes on Philae's palm-crowned isle 
Cast fairy shadows o'er the sacred Nile. 

A people chosen by Jehovah's love, 

His power and might and faithfulness to prove, 

Were those to whom His bounteous hand had given 

This loveliest spot beneath the arch of heaven. 

Once scorned, enslaved, their weary hearts had known 

The captive's woe, and heaved the captive's groan ; 

But, with a mighty arm and out-stretched hand. 

Through trackless sea and o'er the desert sand. 

The Captain of their hosts had led them on. 

Smoothed every roughness, every battle won. 

Dark waves of Edom's Sea yet chant the dirge 

Of Israel's foemen 'gulfed beneath its surge : 

The shadowy palms of Elim's lonely fount. 

The shattered heights of Sinai's awful Mount, 

Garden and stream in FeirS-n's lovely vale. 

Have each their episode in Hebrew tale. 

Men heard, with quailing hearts, the distant tread 

Of that strange army, by Jehovah led 

Where Petra's rocky temples wore the dye 

Of rose-clouds, borrowed from the evening sky ; 

Or where the son of Zippor strove in vain 

To count the tents on Moab's spreading plain. 

Fruitless the valour of Earth's mightiest sons : 

The Lord of hosts fought for His chosen ones, 

And separated them to dwell alone, — 
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A people all exclusively His own. 

Then Israel, as a bride, a glorious Queen, 

All grace, all loveliness in thee was seen : 

Thy 'broidered robes Jhan snow more pure and white, 

Thy crown of gold than sunbeams yet more bright. 

The costly jewel on thy forehead worn, 

Thy beauty radiant as the summer morn, — 

All were His gifts who, not for aught in thee 

Of excellence, or worth, or dignity. 

But for His love's sake, chose thee from eternity. 

Seven centuries passed away, — a weary time. 

On IsraeFs part, of faithlessness^ and crime. 

Strange altars rose 'neath Salem's stately trees, 

Strange incense floated on the midnight breeze ; 

Her once pure temple, where had flowed the blood 

Of mom and evening sacrifice to God, 

Bore imagery on its walls portrayed 

Of idols dark as Egypt ever made ; 

Her bright young children, vowed erewhile to heaven. 

To cruel Moloch's fierce embrace were given ; 

Prophets and holy men who, year by year. 

Warned her of vengeance quickly drawing near. 

Found death their guerdon, — ^and the ceaseless cry 

Of guiltless blood went up to the Most High. 

In her the awful spectacle was seen 

Of tribes more blest than all Earth's tribes had been, — 

More loved of God, — ^yet ever madly turning 

£ 
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To sin and misexy, with infatuate yearning ; 
Until at length, entreaties, warnings vain. 
The cup themselves had mixed 'twas theirs to drain : 
And the destroying Angel spread his wing 
Where oft was heard the dove's sweet murmuring, 
Or the young lark, in his first joyous flight, 
Learnt sunlike music from the orb of light. 

Vengeance had come. Once peaceful Israel knew 
God as her champion, — holy, just, and true : 
Now she must learn, in bitterness and woe. 
How dread their doom who meet Him as their foe. 
Wildly the cry went up from all her coasts ; 
For, as a mighty flood, came Asshur's hosts. 
And, locust-like, o'er that fair country spread 
Famine and desolation, woe and dread. 
A gorgeous chariot, drawn by milk-white steeds 
Vowed to the sun, that conquering army leads ; 
The war-horse, with arched crest and plaited mane. 
Scarce feels on his proud neck the golden rein ; 
Bright sword and glittering spear are glancing high. 
As summer lightning flashes through the sky ; 
High bank and mound surround the city walls : 
And now, throughout its dark and blood-stained halls. 
The work of carnage speeds ! The ruthless foe 
Bends, with unerring aim, his firm-strung bow : 
His jewelled sword is crimsoned deep with blood ; 
And when the brave ones, who his might withstood, 
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Have fallen, with demoniac sport he seeks 

Women and babes, and still his fury wreaks ; 

Until at length, weary he turns away, 

With his stem fellows to divide the prey : 

Silver and gold, and robes of varied hue. 

Richer than Razor's Princess ever knew ; 

And herds and flocks, and wood of that fair tree 

Whose breath is sweet as winds of Araby ; 

And slaves, the beautiful and gently reared. 

And they before whose frown whole nations feared. 

All that the busy scribe had noted down 

The reckless victor claims and calls his own. 

Before the King, in regal pomp arrayed. 

Heads of the slain in triumph are displayed ; 

Whilst o'er his home the captive's weeping eyes 

See the red flame ascending towards the skies ; 

Then bears away, with unrequited toil. 

What, once his own, is now the stranger's spoil. 

And thus were Israel's pleasant things laid waste. 
Her beauty marred, her loveliness defaced : 
Commencement of those dark and evil days 
When from her heavens the sun withdrew his rays ; 
When Earth, made void and dispossessed of form. 
Gave her disjointed atoms to the storm ; 
When trembling birds forsook the clouded sky. 
And mountain^ shook, and ancient streams were dry ; 
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And the land echoed back no joyous tread, 
And cherished in her bosom but the dead. 

Not yet on Judah came the curse of heaven, — 
Space for repentance and return was given ; 
And still the light, as loth to pass away, 
' Cast o'er Jerusalem its lingering ray : 
Spared for a time, temple and city stood, 
E*en like the ark, alone amidst the flood ; 
Her pious Monarch, on his bended knee, 
Proving her best and surest panoply. 
Not Miriam's song a loftier tale might tell 
Than how Sennacherib's stricken warriors fell ; 
For, ever, whilst the voice of prayer arose. 
Fought Judah's God 'gainst Judah's boastful foes. 
But the ten tribes of Israel sought in vain 
Their hills and vales and cities to regain : 
Captives awhile, degraded and oppressed ; 
Then scattered, none knew where, unsought, unblessed : 
Each passing century its witness gave 
That idol-gods are impotent to save. 

Yet triumph not, ye who would deem that heaven 
Forgets one pledge, keeps not each promise given ; 
For, as long since, on Carmel's mount there stood 
An awe-struck host, shouting " The Lord is God ! " 
So, casting down their blocks of wood and stone, 
Shall Israel's sons all other gods disown 
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Than the one living and Almighty Lord 

Who smote them with the rod and not the sword. 

Men call them lost : so is the morning dew 

Which sparkled erewhile on the violet blue ; 

So is the nightingale, in wintry hours 

Seeking in other land her best-loved flowers \ 

So are the leaves of autumn, fading, dying ; 

So are the days and moments swiftly flying ; 

So are the dead. Yet never lost to God 

Is one small leaflet withering on the sod : 

Not lost, — the bird His guiding hand brings back 

When storms are o'er across the sunbeam's track ; 

Not lost the moments, — ^garnered in the sky 

They witness of the centuries gone by ; 

Not lost to Him the dead, — though earth and air 

Their scattered dust with stream and ocean share ; 

Nor are tliey lost, — those tribes to whom of yore 

Eternal faithfulness Jehovah swore. 

A little while, and then the Lord shall blow 

His trumpet-call ; and from the Arctic snow. 

From mighty Himalaya, or the vale 

Of sunny Cashmere, famed in Eastern tale, — 

Or from the Andes, whose broad purple zone 

Of gorgeous flowers no zephyr's breath hath known ; 

From the far north, and from Earth's utmost coast. 

Shall flow together Israel's gathering host. 

Seas shall roll back their swiftly-flowing tide ; 
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Hills be made low, and barrier-streams be dried ; 

Rough places smoothed ; strengthened the weary feet, 

And lifted up the feeble hands, to greet 

Their Fatherland. The stranger's sons shall haste 

To build again the cities long laid waste : 

Gerizim, now with lonely ruins crowned, 

With joyful shouts of blessing shall resound ; 

From Hermon's dewy mount to Amon's stream 

A thousand homes shall welcome morning's beam ; 

Samaria's towers and CarmePs walls shall rise 

Majestic, as of old, 'neath cloudless skies; 

Tall cedars and white myrtle-flowers shall grace 

The dreary wilderness and lonely place ; 

Rich crimson lilies and bright roses bloom, 

Loading the desert air with rich perfume ; 

The thirsty antelope shall jieed no more 

To rob the bushes of their dewy store ; 

For springs of cool, clear water shall be found, 

And grass-fringed pools rejoice the thirsty ground ; 

No lion shall arouse him from his lair ; 

No dread hyaena's cry reverberate there : 

Nought shall there be to fear, for Christ shall reign 

Israel's own King o'er Israel's wide domain. 

Sceptre of Israel I Jacob's glorious star ! 
Seen by the prophet dimly from afar, — 
A glorious throne and high hath ever been 
Thy people's sanctuary : they do not lean 
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Upon an arm of flesh ; the Gk)d they trust 

Is not a man that He should be unjust 

Or faithless to His word : graven on His hands 

Are they who wander now in stranger lands ; 

And when all kingdoms own Him as their King, 

And East and West their costly offerings bring, 

The brightest jewel in His crown shall be 

That Israel chosen from eternity. 

All saved, all holy, and all righteous then, 

Ephraim and Judah, brothers once again. 

Shall know no grief, save when, with contrite tears, 

They weep the unbelief of bygone years, — 

Save when they look on Him whose precious blood 

Alone sufficed to bring them back to God. 

Triumphant love ! not height nor depth can sever 

From thine embrace those who are thine for ever ! 

Things past, nor things to come, nor time, nor space. 

Lessen thy power, nor yet exhaust thy grace ! 

Such love hath Israel known in part of yore ; 

Its fulness they shall prove for evermore. 




EASTER DAWN. 

HE waning moonlight softly shone 

On Olivet's dim height. 
And mom's bright star presaged the dawn 
Of day's soon-coming light. 
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Silent the city streets and courts, — 

The night wind died away ; 
Two women, Maries both, had met 

To weep and watch and pray. 

Where watched they? In a lonely room 

Where lay no sick, no dead. 
Whom wept they? One whose life and love 

Light on their life had shed, — 
Messiah, Saviour, David's Son, 

Foretold in ages past ! 
How strangely quenched seemed now the hope 

Those faithful ones held fast. 

They waited yet a little while 

Ere they would seek the grave 
Of Him who others freely saved, 

Himself yet would not save. 
They waited yet a little while : 

Oh, solemn, wondrous hour, — 
That hour when Jesus from the grave 

Arose in strength and power ! 

None save the angels saw Him rise : 

To one bright son of heaven 
(Michael, perchance, or Gabriel) 

The mission high was given, 
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To roll away the cumbrous stone 

Which barred that rock-hewn tomb ; 
The lightning of his glorious face 

Illumining the gloom. 

An earthquake shook the trembling ground, 

The Roman soldier fled ; 
And seraphim in shining ranks, 

Gathered around the dead. 
Not dead I not dead ! Behold He rose 

Christ Jesus, Christ the Lord, 
And evermore from life's fair tree 

Was turned the flaming sword. 

Through silent streets and shadowy courts 

The women took their way. 
With costly spices rich and rare 

Around their Lord to lay. 
Dim were their eyes with falling tears. 

Weary and faint their feet, 
And heart to heart seemed mournfully 

Sad dirges to repeat. 

They reached the grave, that open grave 

From whence their Lord had risen : 
Two bright and glorious ones, arrayed 

In shining robes of heaven, 
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Spoke to them words of joy and love, 
Dispelling doubt and fear : 
" Jesus, the crucified, your King, 
Hath risen : He is not here." 

Yes : Christ hath risen I Joy, great joy 

To earth's most distant bound ; 
From every people, every tongue, 

The chorus high shall sound. 
Jesus hath risen ! Wondrous words, 

Echoed from shore to shore : 
Jesus hath risen, and behold 

He liveth evermore. 




WE PRAISE THEE, O GOD. 

E praise Thee in the morning, 
Our Saviour and our King 
Whilst life is all before us 
Our early praise we bring. 

We praise Thee for Thy glory, 
We praise Thee for Thy grace : 

Through Thee, to little children 
Is given in heaven a place. 
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We praise Thee through the noontide, 

When care and toil are rife : 
'Tis Thou dost bear our burdens, 

And help us 'midst the strife. 

We praise Thee in the evening 

When waning sunbeams throw 
Pale shadows of the night-fall 

And tell of coming snow. 

We praise Thee for Thy servants 

Who gently fall asleep : 
We praise Thee, O, our Saviour, 

And yet, like Thee, we weep. 

God give us grace to follow 

Those who have gone before ; 
And tread their radiant footprints 

To that far distant shore. 

Where shines no fading sunlight. 

Or moonbeam's flickering ray ; 
For God's own glorious presence 

Makes everlasting day. 
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GODS WAITING ONES. 

"Blessed are all they that wait for Him."— Isaiah xxx. i8. 

^ WATCHED beside a dying child, 
As painfully he lay ; 
The mom and even came and went 
Of many a weary day. 
Bright flowers of spring-tide bloomed and died 

Upon the churchyard sod : 
I marvelled why the little one 
Waited so long for God. 

Yet blessM are the babes to whom 

The cross upon their brow 
Is sign of fellowship with Christ 

In suffering here below. 
They may not do His holy will, 

But unto them 'tis given 
To wait for Him a while on earth, 

Then wait on Him in heaven. 



And God has others still who wait ! 

Oh, I remember one 
Whose brief glad term of work was past 

Long before set of sun. 
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Her faith and hope were all in Christ : 

Single in heart and aim, 
She planned by years of hallowed toil 

To glorify His name. 

He meant not so. His chastening hand 

Was gently on her laid ; 
All through the winter's dreary months 

We saw her droop and fade. 
Spring passed, — and summer dew-drops fell 

On field and flower and tomb. 
And still she waited patiently 

Till God should call her home. 

How sweet to us that quiet room. 

Where week by week she lay ; 
More meek and lowly — more like Christ, 

More meet for heaven each day ! 
At length the summons came : and, lo. 

She entered through the gate. 
To learn, what here she never asked, — 

Why God had bade her wait. 



Another yet ! Oh, precious friend ! 

Thou who hast nobly borne 
The heat and burden of the day, — 

Why should we grieve or mourn 
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That He who gave thee grace and strength 

To do His holy will, 
Should bid thee at this evening hour 

With folded hands sit still ? 

Why should we speak in saddened tones, 

Or look with pitying eye 
On failing sight and weakened powers ? 

Uncalled for is the sigh ; 
For Jesus* presence in the soul 

Can make the darkest room 
Sunny as Goshen's favoured land 

Amid Egyptian gloom. 

BlessM is life's brief working time — 

Ennobling is the toil 
Which loads the moments as they fly. 

Each with its meed of spoil. 
If all our labour be for God, 

He with us in the strife. 
Then blessM to the brave in heart 

Is the working-time of life. 

Yet is the service thus performed 

In manhood's busy days. 
Perchance not always that which yields 

The highest meed of praise : 



Sunshine and Shadow. 79 

The white-robed alleluia flowers, 

Which wither on the sod, 
Are voiceless, — yet each leaflet gives 

Glory and praise to God.* 

Thus with the silent lonely hours 

To those who meekly wait, 
For higher service destined soon 

Before the pearly gate, — 
God in the sinless Eden walked 

When evening light grew dim ; 
And ere the night-fall He shall come 

To those who wait for Him. 



THE CHILUS CHOICE. 

" 3lL*^ choose to be a daisy, 

^ If I might be a flower, 
Closing my petals softly 

At twilight's quiet hour ; 
And waking in the morning. 

When falls the early dew, 
To welcome heaven's bright sunshine, 

AikI heaven's bright tear-drops, too. 

• The woodsorrel is called "alleluia" by the Italians; and 
Angelico, in his painting of the Crucifixion, uses its leaves mingled 
with daisies in the foregroimd, as if the very flowers around the 
cross gave glory to God. 
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" I love the gentle lily, 

It is so meek and fair ; 
But I love daisies better, 

For they grow everywhere. 
Lilies droop always sadly, 

In sunshine and in shower ; 
But daisies still look upward. 

However dark the hour. 



" I'd choose to be a skylark, 

If I might be a bird ; 
My song should be the loudest 

The sun has ever heard : 
I'd wander through the cloudland, 

Far, far above the moon, 
And reach that land of glory 

Where it is always noon. 



" I love the swallow, coming 

With spring-tide o'er the sea ; 
I love the robin redbreast, 

It trusts so lovingly ; 
But I love the skylark better. 

With its untiring song. 
Making its track an echo 

Of music, all along. 
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" And yet I think I'd rather 

Be changed into a lamb, 
If Jesus had not made me 

The little child I am ; 
Because the Bible tells us, 

That, in His loving arms, 
The shepherd gently folds them. 

When anything alarms. 



"And lambs are just like Jesus ; 

Sweet mother, are they not ? 
You told me so some time since 

(And I have not forgot) 
How, meek and uncomplaining. 

As to the slaughter led. 
He shed His blood for sinners. 

And bowed His sacred head." 



" Nay, wish not, dearest Gerald, 

To change thy happier lot 
For a flower's brief existence 

In some deep-sheltered spot ; 
And envy not the skylark 

His glad flight through the air. 
Nor yet the lamb its shelter 

Beneath the shepherd's care : 

F 
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" Far richer, greater blessings 

Than their's are given to thee : 
They die, and are forgotten, — 

Thou shalt not cease to be. 
Thou hast a soul, ray Gerald, 

Bought with a Saviour's blood ; 
Oh, seek His grace, and yield it 

Now, in thy youth, to God. 




" Dear child, thy mother hath not 

A holier prayer for thee. 
Than that the lamb-like spirit 

Of Christ may be in thee. 
Then, carried in His bosom, 

It shall be thine to share 
In every time of danger 

A Shepherd's tender care. 



" And ever, like the daisy. 

Look up in sun and shower ; 
For none shall ever pluck thee 

From His almighty power ; 
Till, higher than the skylark, 

Borne upon angel's wing, 
It shall be thine to enter 

The city of our King." 
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SENT FORTH TO MINISTER. 

H ye, most bright and beautiful, who dwell 

Where the cheek fades not, nor the eye grows dim, 
Where from afar there rings no funeral knell, 
Nor voices falter in the ceaseless hymn, 
How strange to you must seem the weary brow. 
The slowly wasting frame, the fever's fitful glow ! 

And Death, how strange ! Why should the sinless gaze 
On its pale lineaments ? Aye, it was meet. 

When earth w^s pure as morning's glorious rays, 
That ye should press it with your unstained feet. 

And little marvel ye should condescend 

To visit the unfallen, as man doth his friend. 

But now the curse is on us : sin hath changed 

Our very Eden to a wilderness. 
From peace and holiness and heaven estranged, 

Why should ye seek us in our sore distress ? 
Oh why should pity dim your radiant eyes. 
Ye bright innnortal sons of never clouded skies ? 

Yet ever in our times of deepest woe 

Ye seem most near, — even as ye were nigh 

To Him who died for us, when none might know 
The depths of His unmeasured agony. 

In that dread night, when friend and follower slept, 

A ministering watch your awestruck legions kept 
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So will it be till the last tear is shed, 
The last sigh heaved ; till with uplifted hand, 

Proclaiming to the living and the dead 
The end of time, shall the strong Angel stand ; 

And earth give up her buried, and the sea 

Back its strong waves, and the long bound go free. 



An angel, beautiful as early mom, 

Bowed low before the rainbow-circled throne, 

Then joyful, on a sunny cloud, swift borne 
To the far distant earth, flew softly down ; 

So swift his course through the calm azure sky. 

They who looked up but deemed a summer breeze 
passed by. 

Perchance the angel might be one of those. 
Earth's blessed little ones, to whom 'tis given 

That they should nothing know of sins and woes. 
But from their birth be carried straight to heaven ; 

Most seraph-like of all the white-robed throng. 

Who sing through countless days redemption's glorious 
song. 

No earthly name was his, none thought of him 

Save one : through changeful years 
Each other memory may grow faint and dim. 

Faded by sunshine or washed out by tears. 
But in the mother's heart, a baby gone. 
All things forgotten else, will still unchanged live on. 
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And lo, unseen he stood, by one who fought, 

As well became a soldier of the cross, 
In life's great battle : honours all unsought 

Earth would have given him, but he deemed them loss. 
Nor feared contempt and obloquy and shame. 
If so he might win Christ and glorify His name. 

Ten thousand snares were scattered o'er his path, — 

Contumely, flattery, assailed his ear : 
Evil within conflicted with the faith 

He held, than e'en his very life more dear ; 
Still he kept fast the banner once unfurled. 
And walked amidst his peers unspotted by the world. 

" Sufficient is my grace ! " that living word 
Spoken by Jesus was his strength and tower ; 

Grace nerved his arm to wield the conquering sword, 
By grace he triumphed o'er the Tempter's power : 

" Sufficient grace " for holy word and deed. 

Given in all time of wealth, in every hour of need. 

He little deemed, amid the ceaseless strife, 
That a pure spirit from the courts above 

Noted each action of his daily life 
With wondering gladness and rejoicing love : 

The warrior, 'midst the battle's fierce affiray. 

Hath but scant time to think who sees him win the day. 
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Yet with the din of conflict stem and long, 
There rose to heaven (discord with harmony, 

Full strangely mingling) a seraphic song, — 
Jesus* last prayer, tuned to glad melody : 

" Thou dost not take them from the world, O Lord, 

But from the evil keepest them, according to Thy Word." 



Far up the heights of goodly Lebanon 
Dark spreading cedars wave, — and at their feet 

The small white heath-bell, hidden from the sun. 
Contented dwells in its calm cool retreat : 

Heaven's dew-drops seek the little lowly flower, 

And love it just as well as rose in summer bower. 

And even there God's blessM angels come 

On silent wings, as well to lonely cot 
As crowded hall, — distress hath no dark room 

So small and low that they can enter not : 
A shining guard arrayed in kingly state, 
Around the humblest saint, unseen, unheard, they wait. 

So watched the angel now o*er one whose life 
Was spent in hourly toil. From day to day 

She laboured on : sickness and care and grief 
Her portion seemed through all the pilgrim way ; 

But bread was given her, and her water sure. 

And with meek grateful heart she did not ask for more. 
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Her path each mom to the appointed place 

Of daily labour led beneath the wall 
Of a dark prison : misery and disgrace 

Seemed to hang o'er it like a funeral pall ; 
With quickened footsteps and averted eye, 
Or with cold unconcern the busy crowd passed by. 

None knew save God when first within her heart 
Awoke the yearning never to be stilled, — 

That to the thirsty there she might impart 

News of that fount which her own urn had filled ; 

Might tell the captive of redeeming blood, 

Lead back the wanderer to the fold of God. 

Scanty her learning, and no glorious gift 

Was hers of music or of magic song. 
Science ne'er deigned for her the veil to lift 

Which hides earth's mysteries from the vulgar throng ; 
But by things weak and base to human eyes. 
Full oft doth God confound the mighty and the wise. 

So day and night her earnest silent prayer 
Went up to heaven for guidance and for aid ; 

And then without one thought of self, or care 

For the world's scorn, and by no fears dismayed,— 

Armed only with the Book she loved so well. 

Access at length she gained to each dark crowded cell. 



{ 
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It was no easy task with her pure brow 

Thus to confront crime-hardened reckless men; 

No easy task to lift a voice so low, 
'Midst jeers and scoffs repeating o'er again 

The blessM words of Him who lived and died 

That sinners doomed to wrath might thus be justified. 

Yet feeble though she was, tempted at times, 
When weary from her day of toil returning. 

To leave the captive to his chains and crimes, 
Grace kept the flame of love so brightly burning 

That still the prison's gloomy courts she trod, — 

Like a fair beam from heaven, a pitying glance from God, 

At length the promise was fulfilled. The word 
Of life returned not void. From lips, unused 

To aught but cursing, contrite prayer was heard ; 
And eyes which knew no weeping were suffused 

With tears of penitence ; and souls long dead 

In trespasses and §lns, through Christ were quickenM. 

Months, — years passed on : how changed that prison 
seemed 

From what it was erewhile ! In the dark cell 
Where once despair sat brooding, hope had beamed, 

And freedom with the captive learned to dwell : 

He who received sinners long ago 

Had washed the sin-stained white, the scarlet changed 
to snow. 
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And she, the earthen vessel freighted thus 
With richest treasure, — like the cry in heaven, 

Her song was evermore, " Not unto me, 
But to Thy name, O Lord, be glory given : 

Weakness and sin and unbelief are mine, 

Wisdom and power and love are all and only Thine." 

So walked she humbly with her God, nor knew 

How the fair angel lingered by her side, 
Learning the lesson ever sweet and new. 

To 'mortal life of infant span denied, — 
That grace can strengthen e'en the feeblest hands 
Jehovah's will to work — fulfil His just commands. 

And once again the bright one's song ascended 
In strains he knew not heretofore ; and high 

As with the seraph-harps in heaven it blended, 
God listened to the new-learnt harmony ; 

And he and that meek saint both took their place 

Amidst the chosen choir who sing the song of grace. 



THE VOICE OF SNOWDON. 

ES : speak again, and let me hear once more 

That answering voice', from caverns lone and deep 
Where silence long hath reigned, all undisturbed 
Save when wild tempests o'er the mountain sweep, 




90 Sunshine and Shadow. 

Awakening mighty echoes : *tis thy voice, 
Thou everlasting Snowdon, on whose brow 

The clouds of heaven come down, encircling thee 
With a bright diadem of dazzling snow. 

Egypt's dark Memnon woke to tuneful speech 

When the first sunbeam streaked the morning sky ; 
Thou, ancient monarch of a thousand hills, 

To man's poor words disdainest not reply ; 
Thunder hath sounded, and depths fathomless 

And crashing rocks have echoed it again ; 
But awful in its very gentleness 

Is the low voice in which thou speak*st to men. 

What say'st thou ? Wouldst thou tell us of the time 

When Druids wandered o'er thy stormy height, 
And from armed legions, e'en that refuge failing, 

To Mona's Isle betook their fruitless flight ? 
Or wouldst thou tell us of that aged Prince,* 

Who, to eternal Rome a captive led. 
Heard there glad tidings, and returned to preach 

To Britain's sons the blood for sinners shed ? 

Wouldst thou bring back yet other memories 
Of those who, from the ruthless Saxon fl)^ng. 

Found in these heights their stronghold and their grave, 
In life unconquered and, unconquered, dying ? 

* Bran, the father of Caractacus, who was sent as a hostage to 
Rome during the first imprisonment of St. Paul in the imperial city. 
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Or tellest thou of times more fearful still 
When the Plantaganet fierce warfare waged 

With Cambria's heroes, and her noblest blood 
Of prince and bard alone his wrath assuaged ? 

Yes : speak again, sweet sister ! Snowdon hears 

And answers to each word : oh, are they there, — 
The spirits of the wronged, the lost, the dead ? 

Is it their voices whispering in the air? 
Yet no : it cannot be. It is thy voice, 

Thine own glad words, repeated soft and low 
By him upon whose hoary brpw there rests 

A lofty diadem of clouds and snow. 

Speak holy words, my sister ; for the rocks 

Whose prisoned voices man hath power to free. 
Should echo hymns of praise or lowly prayer, 

Earnests of fullest, perfect harmony. 
When earth's ten thousand tongues, all tuneful then, 

Shall mingle with the everlasting songs 
Of ransomed hosts, to Him, Redeemer, King, 

For whom the whole creation waits and longs. 
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THE MUSIC OF THE GARNERING. 

RIGHTLY upon the harvest-field 

September's sun was shining, 
And blithe young children, merrily, 
Red poppy-wreaths were twining ; 
No cloud upon the green hill-side 

Its fitful shadow cast, 
And the wind's low whisper died away, 
Like an echo of the past. 

It was the welcome noontide hour ; 

The reapers were at rest. 
Seasoning their homely raid-day meal 

With social talk and jest. 
But one there was who softly turned 

Aside a little way. 
Unseen, to read the Word of Life, 

And meekly praise and pray. 

Bom to a widow'd mother's home. 

When, triumphing in death, 
The father, one short month before, 

Had yielded up his breath ; 
Ellen had seemed a glimmering star, 

In troubled skies and dark, — 
A green leaf, such as once the dove 

Brought to the patriarch. 
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For her dear sake, her mother strove 

To stay her falling tears, 
And nurtured her and cherished her ; 

And to her childish ears 
Told lovingly the glorious truths 

Contained in God's own Word, 
Praying and wrestling that her child 

Might early know the Lord. 



Her prayer was answered. None could tell 

When Ellen first began 
To love her Saviour ; but as months 

And years their circuit ran, 
The watered garden of her soul 

Exhaled a perfume, sweet 
As that which Mary's spikenard shed 

Around the Saviour's feet 



Not much the humble cottage girl 

Possessed of written lore ; 
Her Bible and some treasured hymns 

Were all her little store. 
Except the great wide book of God 

Around us and above : 
Some read ten thousand pages there ; 

One word she read, — 'twas " Love." 
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Time passed. In loveliness and grace 

The lowly maiden grew ; 
Well skill'd in all the simple arts 

The village housewives knew. 
Labour her lot ; yet, when performed 

With willing heart and hands, 
Easy the task and light the toil 

A gracious Gbd demands. 



The com was green, and gleesome birds 

Sang hymns to Whitsuntide, 
When Ellen left the gray old church, 

A timid, happy bride. 
One faith, one hope, in golden links 

Eternal, bound the pair; 
And He who Cana's marriage bless'd 

Was surely present there. 



There was no change in Ellen's home : 

Her mother could not be 
Left in her lonely widowhood. 

And there was room for three. 
So, busily the days and weeks 

Pass'd nearly as before. 
Save that the young wife lowlier grew, 

And clung to Jesus more. 
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And now, whilst from the harvest toil 

She rested silently, 
Her breast was fiird with grateful love 

And sweet humility. 
Life, with its cares, and hopes, and joys. 

In long perspective lay ; 
Let good or ill betide, she knew 

Her God would be her stay. 



I said no cloud was in the sky, 

No shadow on the hill, 
The insects hush'd their noisy mirth, 

Each tiny leaf was still ; 
When suddenly on Ellen's ear 

Unearthly music fell, — 
The mingled joy and pensiveness 

Of welcome and farewell. 



She listened with a rapt surprise : 

Nearer the harpers seem'd, 
And the flashing of white angel robes 

Through the rich sunlight gleam'd. 
And the notes were all of triumph now, 

In that song of seraphim ; 
For the ransomed soul they were bearing home 

Had already learnt their hymn. 
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Say not 'tis strange if, now and then, 

To mortal sight is given 
Some glorious momentary glimpse 

Of the bright sons of heaven. 
Is it not rather strange, that whilst 

So slight the veil between, 
They who are near us evermore 

Should be so rarely seen ? 



The melody had died away, 

The hour of rest was o'er, 
And Ellen to her task returned. 

Meek, gentle, as before. 
But those who loved her, henceforth marked 

In joy, yet half in fear. 
How ripe for glory she became, 

As if she felt it near. 



The winter passed : and once again 

The com was green and young. 
When Ellen o'er her first-bom child 

With untold yearnings hung. 
She seemed to read each shadowy line 

In that small placid face. 
Then turned to meet her mother's glance, 

Her husband's fond embrace. 
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'Twas dawn : and sunshine's earliest rays 

Oq Ellen softly streamed ; 
And, mingling with her golden hair, 

Like a iaint glory beamed. 
She Usten'd : distant, sweet, and low 

A sound of music came ; 
She thought upon the angels' song, — 

She knew it was the same. 



Nearer and louder grew the strain, 

Which none but she could hear ; 
Heaven's smile was in her eye and lip, 

Upon her cheek a tear, 
" I come ! " she cried. " Oh, it is bliss, 

'Tis glory thus to die : 
My husband, and my mother sweet, 

My precious babe, good-bye ! 



" I go to Jesus. He has washed 

My crimson sins away ; 
I hear the songs, I see the forms 

Of children of the day. 
Farewell, beloved ones ! gloiy ! praise ! " 

Her lips in death were sealed, 
And the wondrous things eye hath not se 

To her freed soul revealed. 
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The mourners spoke not. Sad tears fell, 

Indeed, on that dear face ; 
But peace within their hearts was breathed, 

And needed strength and grace. 
The baby lived a few short weeks, 

And then, one summer day. 
He saw his mother's angel-face. 

And smiled, and passed away ! 

A STORY OF THE LILY. 

JHERE was a little careless child, 
And in her thoughtless mirth 
She trod upon a lily-bud. 
And crushed it to the earth. 
She looked at it a moment's space, 

And then, in merry play. 
Forgot the lil/s drooping leaves. 
Till sunshine wore away. 

But when the quiet evening came, 

Closing that day of gladness. 
Thoughts of the crushed and blighted flower 

Quite filled her heart with sadness. 
Vainly she tried to raise its head 

And sought to cleanse each stain ; 
She could not make its petals smooth. 

And pure and white again. 
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And then she wept : but lo, the dew 

Fell in the dawning hour ; 
And when once more poor Ada sought 

The little drooping flower, 
'Twas beautiful and pure and bright, 

And in its depths there lay 
The crystal drops which gave it strength 

To bloom another day. 




EVENING IN GLENCOE. 

'E had been travelling since the early morn, — 
Sometimes through wooded glen or forest 
glade. 
Or on the shore of lonely lochs, or where 

Swift-flowing streams their pleasant music made. 
Or 'neath the shadow of some mountain height 
Girdled by mist or crowned with diadem of light 



Lately our track, mCst desolate and bleak. 

Had been a toilsome, difficult ascent : 
Our jaded horses, willing though they were, 

Slackened their pace, their strength and ardour spent : 
Great gloomy mountain-peaks uprose around, 
And rocks of horrid shapes upon us sternly frowned. 
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The road so scant reclaimed from bog and heath, 
Must once have wound 'midst stately forest trees : 

Gigantic roots, gnarled branches, from the ground 
Protruded, hideous with deformities. 

Like skeletons of men in battle slain. 

By wintry tempests bleached and bleared by many a stain. 

The clouds, which early in the day had seemed 
Lowering and dark, had yielded to the sun : 

He arched a glorious rainbow as they fled. 

Proud of the conquest his bright beams had won. 

Now they returned, by storm-winds madly driven, 

Like memories of sins unwept and unforgiven. 

No bark of shepherd's dog, no tinkling bell. 
No voice the silence broke : a bird of prey 

(Strong eagle it might be, or cruel hawk) 
Soared high above us on its homeward way : 

We hushed our very breath, so stem the scene, — 

Disjointed vestiges of beauty which had been. 

Slowly we sped. It was near eventide 

Ere we had reached the portals of Glencoe, — 

That awful pass whose rocks and yawning chasms 
Mock the brave hunter and defy the foe : 

Behind us stretched waste Rannoch's dreary moor ; 

Before, those rugged heights old Ossian held secure. 
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Rude emblems of strange forms we seemed to trace 
In furrowed front and rocky pinnacle, — 

Here warrior bold and there a mitred priest, 
As weird and dark the evening shadows fell. 

What marvel the few dwellers there should dream 

Revengeful spirits haunt dim cave and wrathful stream. 

Dark, terrible Glencoe ; shadows of night 

Beseem thee best, stained by a ruthless crime ; 

Indignant history thy tale shall tell, 

Indignant still, down to the end of time ; 

And one dread book, when those frail records die. 

And earth and stream have fled, still publish it on high. 

« 

Glenlyon's treachery, — ^though close allied 
By marriage ties to brave Maclan's son, — 

The chieftain slain in slumber, — smiling babes 
And shrieking women slaughtered one by one : 

Who hath not shuddered, journeying through Glencoe, 

At that stem cruel tale of infamy and woe ? 

Who hath not shuddered ? yet who hath not longed 
To linger in thine haunts, thou rugged glen ? 

Who, having once thine awful grandeur seen, 
Would not with willing toil return again. 

Until familiar to his wondering gaze 

Should grow those shattered peaks where wintry tempests 
rage? 
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Not by the garish light of summer noon 
We saw those rocks by many a tempest lashed ; 

Those rugged fronts by many a torrent seamed, 
By many a grizzly furrow rudely gashed : 

Wrathful and dark upon each desolg^te height 

Gathered in blackness now the gloom of coming night. 

But suddenly, where clouds in the far west 

Had hitherto obscured the setting sun, 
A flood of golden radiancy was poured, 

Lighting the mountain summits one by one, 
Until the mists which crowned them seemed so fair 
We deemed angelic hosts were surely watching there. 

More dazzling, more intense the radiance grew. 

Revealing Traichtain's solitary lake 
And many a knoll where purple heather bloomed 

'Midst mimic forests of green sheltering brake, 
Crimsoned the time-worn rocks with sudden glow. 
And torrents, sparkling now, leapt to the streams below. 

Words are too feeble : language hath no voice 

To tell the glories of that fleeting hour. 
Around us, terrible and drear and vast. 

Were proofs and emblems of Almighty power : 
Above us, in that calm, celestial light. 
We read that God is love as well as Lord of might. 
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h, ever be it thus ! His mightiest works 
Seen alway by the light of His own love ; 

louds may obscure the sky and mists may rise, 
But evermore His sunshine is above. 

5 will we trust ; no danger should appal 

hose whom Creation's Lord His sons hath deigned to call. 




GOD'S TEACHING. 

"E 'told them Heaven where Jesus dwells, 
Is far above the sky, — 
That there no chilling raindrops fall, 
No flowerets droop and die. 

We told them of its golden streets 

And shining sea of glass. 
And of its glistening gates of pearl 

Through which the ransomed pass ; 

Of seraphim before the throne. 

Veiling their glorious feet. 
Or hastening down on wings of love. 

Than sunbeam's glance more fleet 

We told them of the multitudes. 

Uncounted as the sand. 
Who, washed in Jesus' precious blood, 

Before Him spotless stand. 
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We told them of the fadeless crowns 

And snowy robes they wear, 
Their harps, their triumph songs of praise, 

The victor palms they bear. 

We told them, Jittle ones who love 

The Saviour here below, 
Shall one day join that company 

And all His glory know. 

And evermore, while thus we spoke, 

Our children's wistful eyes 
Were raised, with longing wBndering gaze, • 

Up towards the summer skies. 

Perchance our own fond hearts the while. 

Earth-bound by many a tie, 
Forgot that there the sunshine rests. 

That here the shadows lie. 

Perchance our Father saw the truths 

We uttered o'er and o'er 
Became to us a lovely song, — 

Sweet music and no more ; 

And so He bade us to His school. 

Teacher Himself to be. 
And made us learn, through blinding tears. 

Heaven's blest reality. 
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Our little nursling, — she who was 

The flower of all our flock, — 
He called her when cold icicles 

Hung drooping from the rock. 

When snow lay thickly on the ground 

And winter's strong winds blew, 
She heard His voice above the storm, 

And up to heaven she flew. 

One restless night, one brief dark hour 

Of pain at morning tide. 
And, with a beanaing smile of joy, 

Our blue-eyed baby died. 

The land to which our babe hath gone. 

It is no dreamland now; 
Its voices echo in our ears. 

Its breezes fan our brow. 

Almost we think we see her there, — 

The little lamb we strove 
To shelter from earth's chilling blasts. 

With fondest earthly love. 

Close folded in the Shepherd's arms, 

And pillowed on His breast ; 
Oh, who could wish her back again 

From such a place of rest ! 
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We knew that we were pilgrims here, 

We knew it long before : 
Now He hath made us feel that home 

Is on that sun-bright shore. 

We look through mists of falling tears 

And bless our Father's love, 
That by earth's broken strings are linked 

Our hearts to things above. 

BREAD CAST UPON THE WATERS. 

*jlg^AR o'er the stormy waters 
^^ The bread of life we cast, 
With cheerful trust believing 
It shall be found at last. 
We see it but a moment, 

Far drifting o'er the main ; 
But deathless, undecaying. 
It shall be found again. 

One eye shall ever watch it, — 

The eye of Him who sees 
Each tiny seedling scatter'd 

By summer's passing breeze ; 
That eye which sees the coral 

As year by year it grows, 
And counts the myriad crystals 

Of Himalayan snows. 
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Sometimes with bitter weeping 

The seed of life is sown ; 
With well-nigh hopeless pleadings, 

To Jesus only known. 
With hope deferred the mother 

Oft looks upon her child : 
No plant of heaven is springing, 

Though weeds grow rank and wild. 



The shades of evening gather 

Upon the Sabbath sky ; 
From pastor and from teacher 

The prayer ascends on high. 
Once more their hands have broken 

The true and heavenly bread ; 
Would they might know not vainly 

The table hath been spread ! 



Oh, they do know it ! Jesus 

Hath pledged His faithful word 
That not one meek petition 

In heaven shall be unheard ; 
That not one feeble effort 

Is made in faith and love, 
Which shall not yield a harvest 

In the world of joy above. 
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So on the stormy waters 

We cast the bread of life : 
Vain are the surging waters — 

Vain is the tempest's strife. 
His never-failing promise 

Jehovah will fulfil ; 
And the seed be found to glory, 

When those proud waves are stilL 



GLACIER FLOWERS. 

The Gentiana major grows abundantly within a few paces of the 

glaciers of Mount Blanc 




'LOWERS fringe the Alpine glaciers : 
So a wreath of song we twine, 
Thou snow-clad, stem old Winter, 
To deck that brow of thine I 
For do not thoughts of gladness 
Spring up our hearts to cheer. 
When storms, like Dante's giants. 
From icy caves uprear ? 

Flowers fringe the Alpine glaciers : 

But they never take the hue 
Of the icefield, or the snow-flake ; 

Their*s is the heaven's own blue. 
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And thus poetic garlands, 

Wherever culled, should wear 
Some tinge of heaven, uplifting 

The heart in praise and prayer. 

Flowers fringe the Alpine glaciers : 

Who does not love them more 
Than the gemmed and gorgeous blossoms 

Of India's sunlit shore ? 
And who, when comes the winter 

Of sickness or of woe, 
Finds not joys bom of sorrow 

The sweetest joys below ? 

Flowers fringe the Alpine glaciers : 

Like God*s implanted grace 
Shedding celestial beauty 

O'er the lone heart's desert place ; 
Like hopes which brave the tempest, 

And the cold world's icy breath ; 
Like angels guarding sinners ; 

Like life o'erlooking death. 

Flowers fringe the Alpine glaciers : 

Earnests of that bright day 
When swift from hill and valley 

The curse shall pass away ; 



no Sunshine and Shadow. 

And, not least fair and lovely, 

In Eden shall appear 
Flowers, which beside the glaciers 

Dwelt meek and lowly here. 

Thus Jesus* ransomed people 

Grow for a little while 
'Mid chilling mists and storm-clouds, 

Cheered only by His smile ; 
But when among the seraphs 

The victor palm they wave, 
They shall but shine more brightly 

For passing through the grave. 

So we twine for thee, stern Winter, 

A glad and grateful strain ; 
And we wreathe for thee a chaplet. 

Culled from thine own domain ! 
The spring-tide hath its shamrock. 

The summer hath its rose ; 
Thou hast blue gentianas 

Where the Alpine ice-wind blows. 
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THE GOLDEN-CRESTED WREN. 

[HE fire was burning brightly, the tea-things cleared 
away, 
When Francey, Teddy dear, and I began a game 
of play. 
We did not want the box of bricks, nor even shells, just 

then; 
Nor yet to cut out paper boats, nor partridges, nor men ; 
So Teddy said that he would play at living in a nest. 
And be a golden-crested wren, in pretty colours drest. 

Wrens build their nests like baskets, — this Teddy could 

not do. 
So under the round table the little boy-bird flew ; 
And found such a nice hiding-place, that almost any 

wren. 
If it had once been there to build, would soon have 

come again ; 
So snug it seemed, that Francey thought she too should 

like to be 
A bird in that same quiet nest, chirping right merrily. 

Sometimes these little children-wrens flew up and down 

the room, 
Pretending to be seeking crumbs, to carry to their home ; 



112 Sunshine and Shadow. 

And then I tried to catch them both, and we had such a 

race, 
All round the tables and the chairs, back to their hiding 

place. 
Sometimes I caught one merry bird, but while I chased 

the other, 
The first flew from my curtained cage, back to its singing 

brother. 

But soon these wrens were changed to seals, and then 

they dived about. 
And swam upon the carpet until the tide went out : 
You know that when the waves recede, they leave the 

smooth dry sand, 
And seals move quickly in the sea, but slowly on the land ; 
And so I caught and took them home, thinking their 

skins might do 
To make my shoes of, and my boots, shining, and bright, 

and new. 

But somehow, very suddenly, and to my great surprise, 
Teddy became a little lamb, which neither swims nor flies : 
And now I did not need to run and chase it any more. 
For if I called, this pet lamb came and looked in at the 

door; 
And, happy in its little fold, it eat its grass by day, 
And slept through all the quiet night, till darkness passed 

away. 
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Which would you be, a lamb, or seal, or golden-crested 

wren? 
I love them all, and hope sometimes to play at each 

again. 
I love the wren, because it stays with us the winter 

through. 
Whilst other birds fly far away to where the sky is blue. 
It is a tiny bird to brave the cold and frost and snow. 
But patiently it waits and chirps, till summer breezes blow. 

I love the seal, with its grave eyes, looking so good and 
meek, 

I think we should have gentle words if it could only 

speak ; 
But little lambs are dearer still, like daisies, pure and 

fair. 
Obedient to their shepherd's voice, and safe beneath his 

care. 
Teddy and Francey may be wrens, rejoicing in their nest. 
But to be like meek gentle lambs, oh, that would be the' 

best! 

THE LANGUAGE OF HEAVEN, 

LOOKED forth on the midnight skies, 

As star by star went by. 
Telling the power and love of God 
To lands far ofif and nigh ; 

H 
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And to their calm, pure, shining orbs 
Such eloquence seemed given, 

I deemed bright looks alone could be 
The language known in Heaven. 

I listened whilst the happy winds 

To flower and streamlet sung, 
And bursts of joyous minstrelsy 

Through grove and woodland rung ; 
I heard a thousand voices raised 

In one harmonious song, 
And then alone sweet music seemed 

Heaven's own appropriate tongue. 

I heard the last, low, gentle words 

By a loved sister spoken. 
Just ere the silver-cord was loosed. 

The golden-bowl was broken ; 
And through long years it seemed to me 

That they must speak above 
The same dear language, which expressed 

Her never-changing love. 

Yet holier, lovelier, than the sound 

Of our own native tongue. 
When every tone brings thoughts of one 

Long passed to Heaven's pure throng, 
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Is the dear language of that land 

The Saviour's footsteps trod ; 
Oh, surely thus the ransomed speak 

Around the throne of God ! 

A thousand mediums thought may find 

We knew not of before, 
When, clothed with immortality, 

We wake to sin no more ; 
But ever to our fallen race 

Through Christ redeemed, forgiven, 
The language which He spoke will be 

The sweetest heard in Heaven. 

WHAT IS SUMMER! 

jr^\ EAR mother, flowers are blooming, 
(^^^ Green leaves are on the trees. 
And through this open window 

I feel the pleasant breeze ; 
But I can well remember 

When snow was on the ground, 
And winds which now breathe softly 

Blew high and cold around. 

" They say it is the summer 

Which brings those blossoms fair, 
And makes the birds fly upwards 

As if their home were there ; 



\ 
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But oh, what is the summer, 

Is it the smile of God, 
Of Him who sees and loves us 

And gives us every good ? 

" When Moses veiled the glory 

Which shone upon his face, 
I wonder if the people 

Could still some brightness trace ; 
Because, I think, sweet mother. 

Those blue and gold-fringed clouds 
Are like a veil, whose beauty 

But half God's glory shrouds. 

•You say that God can see me 

Through that far-distant sky ; 
Oh, are the long, long sunbeams 

The glancings of His eye ? 
You say His smile brings gladness 

Where'er that smile is seen ; 
Do we not see it, mother. 

When all is fresh and green ? " 

" Nay, little one, bright summer 
Which opens out the bud. 

And clothes with verdant freshness 
Dark hill and shady wood ; 
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Summer is but an emblem 

Of that life-giving smile 
Which hath all power, each sorrow 

And sadness to beguile. 

*f The sun in noontide splendour 

Is but a type of Him 
Before whose' fadeless glory 

Its brightest beams grow dim. 
As through a glass and darkly 

We see that glory here, 
*Twill shine quite clearly round us 

When Gk)d hath wiped each tear. 

" Seek thou, my gentle Leila, ♦ 

That God would shed the light 
Of love and truth upon thee 

To chase away thy night ; 
So shall thy path wax brighter 

Till thou hast reached the goal. 
And found in Jesus' presence 

The summer of the soul." 
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INA'S HOME— A PARABLE. 

|HERE was a child whose infant years passed in d, 
foreign land, 
Far distant from her Father's house, and her own 
household band ; 
Save by report she knew them not, and all her pleasure 

found 
In the frail flowers she called her own, and the gay 
scenes around. 

Oft towards his little absent one the Father's heart would 

yearn. 
And many a loving word He sent, inviting her return ; 
She listened for a moment's space, then turned aside to 

play, 
Saying, "All here is new and bright; call me not hence 

away. 

" The land wherein my Father dwells is doubtless good 

and fair ; 
Peaceful and happy they may be who seek their portion 

there ; 
I, too, will go, but not just now. Oh, wait a little 

while. 
Wait till this summer light shall fade, — these friends shall 

cease to smile." 
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Gaily she spoke ; but by and by a time of sorrow came ; 
The toys and flowers she prized so much no longer 

looked the same ; 
She could not join the mazy dance, or sing the merry song ; 
Ina was no more glad of heart, — the beautiful, the strong. 

'Twas then, when her young hopes were crushed, her 

joys and comforts flown ; 
Then, when forsaken, in her grief she mourned and wept 

alone, — 
'Twas then her Father's words of love found echo in her 

heart ; 
'Twas then, obedient to His voice, she hastened to depart. 

'Twixt Ina and the land she sought rolled Ocean's stormy 

wave. 
Concealing in its soundless depths full many an unknown 

grave; 
The child launched, half despairingly, upon the sparkling 

foam, 
Oh, who o'er that wide troubled sea would guide her 

safely home ? 

Her Father would; impelled by love He watched the 

fragile bark ; 
He taught her unskilled hands to steer o'er billows high 

and dark ; 
And when, lulled by deceitful calms, all heedlessly she slept, 
A faithful and unwearied watch that tender Father kept 
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Sometimes, when on the sleeping sea the moonbeams 

softly shone, 
Ina thought all her conflicts o'er, — ^her dangers past and 

gone ; 
She deemed the shore already gained, the wished-for 

haven won, 
When yet its hills were all unseen, her voyage scarce begun. 

When midnight reigned, and wintry winds blew cold and 

rough and high, 
Ina forgot that her reward, her hour of rest, was nigh ; 

Oft o'er the water's broad expanse she turned a wistful 

gaze 
To that fair, yet delusive land, where passed her early days. 

'Twas well for Ina there was One whose love could know 

no change, — 
A love her waywardness could not for one short hour 

estrange ; 
A love which lighted up a track across the pathless main ; 
A love whose sympathy, oft sought, was never sought in 

vain. 

At length the kingly palaces of her bright home were near, 
And ever as she onward sped the view became more clear : 
One foaming wave broke o'er her head, and then she 

reached the shore ; 
The blissful shore of that dear land which she should 

leave no more. 
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EARLY A WAKINGS, 

H, voiceless teachers of pleasant things 
Are primroses sweet and pure, — 
Early awakings from Earth's long sleep 
When winter is scarcely o'er. 

Early awakings I like children's thoughts 
When the world before them lies, 

And its beauty seems like an open book 
To their eager glist'ning eyes. 

Early awakings ! like works of faith. 
When the young heart first has given 

Its otherwise earth-bound hopes to God, 
Its love and its life to heaven. 

Early awakings 1 like sad, sweet smiles 

In the eye and the lips of one 
Who hath wept through a wintry night of grief 

For a friend beloved yet gone. 

Early awakings ! like* twittering birds, 
As they watch for the morning beams ; 

Or like kisses, by angel-babes oft given 
To a mother in midnight dreams. 
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Early awakings ! oh, gei^le flowers, 

Ye are types of the blossoms fair, 
Which shall spring to fadeless and endless life 

When Earth's winter of sin and care 

And woe and weeping is past and gone, 

And the sleep of death is o'er ; 
And gardens of beauty and joy shall bloom 

Where the cypress waved before ! 

Ye are scattered far over field and fell ; 

Ye are found in the sunniest spot, 
And in shadiest nook, — like the mercies sent 

To palace and hall and cot ; 

Ye are like the hopes which the Gospel brings, — 

Bright heralds of happier days ; 
Ye are like the first notes of the ceaseless songs 

Which the ransomed in glory raise ; 

And therefore we love you, nor grieve that ye 

And we too must fade and die ; 
Soon, soon, the last hour of Time's winter shall come,- 

Etemity's summer is nigh ! 
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LINES d)sr THE MARTYRS' CROSS AT 

OXFORD. 

^jp^LACED in the very centre 
^m;^ Of the broad busy street,* 
Part of the common pavement 

Trodden by careless feet, — 
Worn down by heavy waggon 

Or tramp of armM band. 
Yet shall this cross be ever 

A witness in our land. 

Witness of blood of martyrs, 

The saintly and the brave, 
For whom no shroud was woven. 

For whom earth found no grave, — 
For whom no requiem sounded, 

For whom was tolled no knell. 
For whom no pall was lowered 

Until God's night-clouds fell. 

The day was calm and cloudless. 

The heaven was clear and blue, 
Richly, as now, the elm trees 

Glowed with each autumn hue, 

• Few people who see the beautiful "Martyrs' Memorial " at 
Oxford, are aware that a cross, part of the pavement of a busy . 
street, marks the exact spot where they suffered. 
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When martyr-flames triumphan|j 
Wreathed Latimer's pale brow, 

Where the mart)n:'s crown of glory 
Seemed shining even now. 

His form, long bent, and withered 

With care and age and strife, 
Regained its youthful vigour 

In that last hour of life. 
He stood erect and noble 

Before the wondering crowd, 
And the voice so low and broken 

Was sweet and clear and loud. 

" Father, Thyself receive me 

To Thy blest home above." 
Then to his fellow-martyr 

He turned with joy and love : 
" Brother, a torch we kindle 

To-day in England's realm. 
Which none shall e'er extinguish, 

No might shall overwhelm." 

He bathed his hands in the red fires, 
As in the limpid stream ; 

Fiercely they rose above him. 
With wild and lurid gleam ; 
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But theTL)t breath of the furnace 
Faniled him like breeze of spring ; 

There was no pain in torture, 
For him death had no sting. 

Far diflferent was the conflict, 

Far sterner was the strife, 
Through which the fearless Ridley 

Entered the gates of life. 
Slowly and yet more slowly 

Crept on the tardy flame, 
And lingered, as unwilling 

To mar that sinewy frame. 

Not for a single moment 

The strong heart quailed with fear ; 
All through that fiery baptism 

His Saviour Christ was near. 
" Into Thine hands, my Father, 

My spirit I commend." 
The trustful words were answered, 

God kept him to the end. 

Most brave and true and noble 

Of Britain's martyr-band. 
Your precious blood hath hallowed 

The spot where now we stand ; 
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Your dust by strong winds scattered, 
Or borne on heaving flood, 

Hath been good seed, upspringing 
To the high praise of God. 

We deck with moumfuj beauty 

The graves of those we love, — 
Pillar and wreath and tablet 

Our fond remembrance prove ; 
Sad solace to hearts broken 

That hidden shrine to grace 
With summer's fairest flowerets, 

There tenderest words to trace. 

And for our kingly heroes 

High monuments we raise, — 
Statesman and bard and soldier, 

Our country's boast and praise ; 
With pomp and funeral honours 

In dim Cathedral nave, 
We place them in an honoured. 

Renowned, and fitting grave. 

But for our Christian martyrs, 
The once contemned and scorned ; 

Unmeet the sumptuous tablet. 
With sculptor's art adorned. 
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In heaven their lofty record, 

Their memory here below ; 
So may this cross suffice us 

For deeds which all men know. 




THE MOTHERS MOUND OF FLOWERS. 

[HESE are our flowers ! " two prattling children 
cried, 

As down the garden walks they led me on, 
Stopping with childish dignity and pride 
Before a bed of roses freshly blown ; 
** These are our own, papa has all the rest, — 
Oh, many many flowers \ but we love these the best." 

What rich exhaustless wealth a little child 
Finds in one tiny spot of garden ground ! 

Not shining coffers with bright jewels piled 
In half such stores of opulence abound, 

As his young heart is conscious of, when first 

The buds he fondly tends to lovely blossoms burst. 

I could not help but join them in their glee. 
And praise their skill ; and then we turned away, 

My little guides pointing out bower and tree. 
Then glancing off* in roguish merry play ; 

Until I asked, " These flowers are your papa^s. 

Those roses yours ; which garden is mamma's ? " 
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A wistful look came o'er each eager face, 
The dancing step to footfall soft and low 

Was changed, as when into some sacred place 
Or father's sick-room awe-struck. children go ; 

And silently through grassy paths they led, 

Passing unnoticed now brown heath and poppies red. 

They were the pastor's little ones ; their home 
Seemed like a nest among the leafy trees, — 

Sheltered from stormy winds, but visited 
At noontide by the sea's refreshing breeze. 

If sorrow, half-relenting, sought to spare 

One peaceful spot, she had not ventured there. 

The churchyard joined the garden ; a low gate 

Opened upon it from a path of shade ; 
No Eastern cypress-tree, or feathery date. 

With evening zephyrs fitful music made ; 
But ivied church and tower their shadows threw 
Where ash and silvery beech and the pale willow grew. 

Thither we bent our steps, — I had not thought 
A place of graves could be so sadly fair. 

As love in times of old sweet spices brought 
For burial rites, so had the mourners there 

Planted choice flowers around the sleeper's tomb, 

Remembrance of the lost still mingling with perfume. 



Sunshine and Shadow. 129 



We passed by many a green and flowery mound, 

And many a simple monumental stone, 
Until we reached one spot of hallowed ground 

Where brighter than elsewhere the sunbeams shone ; 
It was a baby's grave, — and whilst he slept 
A fair white stainless rose its lovely vigil kept. 

Lilies were there, 'mid their dark leaves concealed, 
Like seraphim with meekly-folded wings ; 

And violets, their blossoms but revealed 
By breath as sweet as angel whisperings ; 

And where on stone the babe's dear name was graved. 

Bindweed its short-lived flowers and long light tendrils 
waved. 

" These are mamma's own flowers," the children said. 

" Our baby brother died long, long ago, — 
Before with crumbs the hungry birds we fed, 

Just when the north wind brought the cold white snow; 
He had not learned to speak, but we could tell. 
When he looked round and smiled, he knew us all quite 
well. 

" Oh, we were very sad when baby died. 
But dear mamma cried even more than we ; 

And so we crept quite closely to her side, 
And little Janie climbed upon her knee ; 

We tried to comfort her, for we had read 

That Jesus raised to life a child who once was dead. 

I 
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" And so we thought if we were all to pray 
Our darling Johnnie might awake again ; 

But then we knew his soul was gone away 

To live in Heaven, where there is no more pain, — 

Folded so fondly to the Saviour's breast, 

Like those dear Jewish babes whom long since Jesus 
blessed. 



" This is his grave : and we and our mamma 
Come often at these trees and flowers to look ; 

And we are sorrowful, until papa 

Reads to us, from God's holy, precious Book, 

Of that bright world, higher than skylarks fly. 

Where little Johnnie sings with angels joyfully." 



The children's short and simple tale was told. 

I left the spot ; but never summer bowers. 
When sunbeams every leaflet tinge with gold. 

Seem half so lovely as that mound of flowers ; 
Visible music * on the tremulous waves 
Of light, sent up to God from that fair place of graves. 



* Flowers are indeed visible music, for their various surfaces 
strike upon the waves of light as musical chords vibrate on the 
sound waves, and their various colours answer to the different notes 
of a full-stringed instrument. 
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The baby's dust oft soothed his mother's grief 
With a sweet silent voice, for springtide came, 

Bringing new life to perfumed flower and leaf ; 
And even thus the flower she could not name 

She knew should bloom again, and every breath 

Of fragrance rise to Him who ransomed it from death. 




THE TICINO, 

;iCINO, how I love thee ! 
Thou beautiful and bright, 
Reflecting back heaven's sunshine 
In gladness and in light : 
From everlasting winter, 

From pyramids of snow. 
Like hope from night upspringing 
Thy bounding waters flow.* 

Through blue and icy caverns. 

Fair as an Eastern tale. 
With vaulted roof of turquoise 

Gleaming through crystal pale ; 



* This beautiful river take its rise near the summit of the St 
Gothard Pass, and flows down the southern side of the Alps into 
Lake Maggiore. 
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Through avalanche and storm-cloud, 
Oft questioned on thy course, 

A broad rejoicing river 

Thou speedest from thy source. 

The dark rocks would have girt thee, 

But, like chivalrous knight, 
Thine was the glorious motto, 

" God with me for the right." 
The strong rocks rent asunder. 

And thou wast free to flow 
Downward, — ^a thousand fathoms, 

Down to the vale below. 

Not vale — the snow was round thee — 

Though here and there, there grew 
The blue bell of the gentian 

And rose of deepest hue : 
Not vale — for avalanches 

Still crossed thy downward track ; 
No moment now for resting 

Or thought of looking back. 

Onward, still onward ; river. 
How blue thy stream and clear ! 

No debris from the ice-peaks, 
No mossy roots are here. 
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Amid the awful snowfields 

We lose thee from our ken ; 
Soon, bright and pure as ever, 

Thou meetest us again. 

How changed the scene around thee ! 

Though still the mountains rise, 
With clouds and snow enshrouded, 

E'en to the very skies ; 
The olive's silvery branches 

Bend o'er thee, and bright flowers 
In every rock and crevice 

Are decking fairy bowers. 

The pomegranate's rich blossoms, 

Borne on the summer wind, 
Grace thee, like crown of rubies 

With beauty's locks entwined ; 
The vine's sweet fragrance greets thee, 

Like words of joy and love; 
A paradise around thee. 

Unclouded skies above. 

Onward, thou beauteous river ! 

Type of a stainless life. 
Unruffled by earth's turmoils, 

Unsullied by earth's strife ; 
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Type of the path which shineth 
With ever-brightening ray, — 

From winter's dreary dawning 
Speeding to perfect day. 




A PASSING MEMORY, 

RE thoughts which softly come to us, 
We scarce know how or why, — 
Are they echoes of the whispered words 
Of angels passing by? 

For by no effort of the will 

Or link which we can trace. 
Memories awake, as flowers spring up 

In some unlooked-for place. 

E'en thus to-day, in crowded hall 

And 'mid a stranger throng, 
I thought upon a gentle child 

Heaven's company among. 

One of a group of little ones 

Who every Sabbath day 
Gathered around me, whilst they learned 

With lisping tongue to pray. 
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It was the briefest, simplest prayer, 

Repeated o'er and o*er ; 
" Oh, suffer me to come to Thee, 

Lord Jesus ! " nothing more. 

And Ellie never tired of it ; 

All else I tried to teach 
Wearied her baby mind, or seemed 

To be beyond her reach, — 

Save " Glory ! glory ! " One short hymn. 

One prayer was all she knew ; 
Learnt line by line, from week to week 

The cold drear winter through. 

But when the hawthorn bloomed, disease 

Brought death to many a home ; 
And Ellie was not,— for the Lord 

Had suffered her to come. 

The one brief prayer was on her lips 

When fever dimmed her eye ; 
But " Glory " was her last sweet word 

Ere she was called to die. 

Years have passed on since she was laid 

Beneath the grassy sod, 
And many another little one 

Been called to dwell with God. 



\ 
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So long forgotten ; oh, *tis strange 
How I recall her now \ 

The earnest upward trustful glance, 
The childish lip and brow ; 

The very tones of her sweet voice. 
Of " Glory, glory," singing ; 

The baby hands before me raised, 
A snowdrop oflfering bringing. 

Strange to recall, in storied hall 
And *mid a stranger throng. 

The little lowly cottage child 
Who hath been dead so long. 

Oh, can it be she loves me still. 
And so she hovered by. 

Until the gleam of her white robe 
Awoke this memory ! 



FLORRIE'S BIRTHDAY. 

^^^ APPY, happy little Florence : 
(J^-l. Five years old this summer's day 
Coming years, shall they not follow 
Like a lifelong holiday ? 
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Days like many-petalled roses, 

Nights like lilies in calm shade ; 
Love like stars in darkness watching, 

Joy like sunlight on the glade. 

Shall thy life be one bright ripple 
On time's dark unfathomed sea, — 

One glad song of springtide gladness, 
Like the birds on greenwood tree ? 

Shade or sunlight — all is hidden, 

Shrouded from our feeble sight ; 
So thou be thy Saviour's, darling. 

All shall come to thee aright. 

Meekly His commands fulfilling. 
Listening to thy Shepherd's voice. 

Treading in His holy footprints. 
Evermore shalt thou rejoice 

In the fulness of His blessing. 

In the brightness of His smile. 
Thine the dove's sweet harmlessness. 

Thine the wisdom without guile. 

Oft we call thee " household fairy — 
Our own darling — rosebud fair " — 

Press thy brow with fondest kisses. 
Smooth thy dark and glossy hair ; 
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Love thee with a love so earnest, 

So exulting, and so true. 
That thine every look and movement 

Hath a charm for ever new. 

Darling, love more deep and tender — 
Higher, holier far than ours — 

Waits thee in the many mansions, 
'Midst the everlasting flowers. 

Evermore may Jesus lead thee, 
In His hand thy hand enfold, 

Till thou reach the glorious city. 
Tread the streets of shining gold. 

Surely none shall be more lovely 
'Midst the white-robed happy throng, 

Than " the child of our affections " 
When she sings the angels' song. 

Jesus' praises shall sound sweetest 
Through the ages yet to be. 

From the little one whose presence 
Makes our own life's melody. 
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CHRIST THE SAVIOUR, 

OT all of Jewish parentage 

The world's one Saviour came, 
Though His ancestral names were traced 
In Israel's rolls of fame. 
The Gentile claims a brother's share 

In Him who lived and died 
That " peace on earth," goodwill from Heaven, 
With sinners might abide. 

Little the heathen Rahab deemed. 

As trembling and in fear 
She looked on Israel's shining hosts, 

And bent her listening ear 
To catch o'er Jordan's glistening wave 

The trumpet's pealing sound, — * 
Ah, little deemed she that her seed 

Would " Prince of Peace " be found. 

Little the Moabitess thought, 

As to her loving heart 
She pressed Naomi, never more 

From her embrace to part, — 
Vowing Naomi's God should be 

Her only covenant God ; 
Vowing to tread those shore's alone 

Naomi's footsteps trod. 
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Little she thought that mighty God, 

Under whose shadowing wing 
Thus simply she had come to trust, 

Would o'er her history fling 
A ray of glory ; and would give 

Her faith this great reward ; 
That, though remotely, she should be 

The mother of her Lord. 



Son of the Jew and Gentile, list 

The mingled songs we raise ; 
Saviour of many nations, lo, 

Earth celebrates Thy praise ! 
Receive us, we are Thine, — and Thee 

Our rightful King we own ; 
Kneeling we pay our vows, and hail 

A Brother on the throne. 



Thy brief and sorrowing life was passed 

In Canaan's sacred land ; 
And thither wearily hath sped 

Full many a pilgrim band. 
Each spot is hallowed ground and dear, 

Thy mortal steps have trod ; 
Yet love we most to think of Thee 

At the right hand of God. 
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Did I say most ? Nay, scarcely most, 

For sweet it is to trace 
Each instance of Thy gentleness 

And truth and love and grace. 
When sojourning, — a lowly Man, — 

Amid earth's scenes of guilt. 
And praying for the murderers 

By whom Thy blood was spilt. 



I can remember, years ago. 

When I was yet a child. 
And read how full of love Thou wert, 

How pure and good and mild, — 
I used to wish I had been bom 

A Jew, that I might claim 
Some near relationship with Thee, 
• And bear Thy honoured name. 

And though I learnt, in hours of grief. 

That closer bonds entwine 
Than earthly brotherhood can form, 

The contrite heart with Thine ; 
Still it is sweet to think of Thee 

As not quite all a Jew, 
And feel that rightfully I claim 

A portion in Thee too. 
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Yet both are one. Thou hast thrown down 

The high partition wall ; 
Oh, what availeth, Jew or Greek, 

If Christ be " all in all " ? 
Unite our hearts to fear Thy name, 

Till that glad time draw near 
When with the armies of the saved 

Once more Thou shalt appear. 

Ahd, earthly kingdoms swept away. 

Earthly distinctions lost ; 
Shalt reign o'er a blood-ransomed world. 

And o'er a blood-bought host 
Oh, many-crowned and glorious King, 

Sit Thou on David's throne ; 
For earth and heaven and sea and sky. 

Thy rightful sway shall own. 



NIGHT IS FAR SPENT. 

IGHT is far spent, — the long, long dreary night 
This sin-beclouded world of ours hath known : 
The green leaf hath decayed. 
The flower hath died unblown ; 
And the dim shadowy form of the pale horse 
Ridden by Death, hath urged his desolating course. 
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Night is far spent ; the bright and morning star 
Shines even now where humble Christians dwell ; 

Its beam the surging tide 

Of grief hath power to quell ; 
But few the spots its peaceful ray hath blest, — 
Goshens, — while darkly round Egyptian shadows rest. 

Not yet the mom hath dawned ; bright Santah flows, 
'Neath shadowing boughs, o*er diamonds and gold ; 

And still the Dyak seeks. 

As in the times of old, 
By offerings to the Spirit of the Mine, 
To learn the secret place where nature's treasures shine. 

Not yet the mom hath dawned ; 'neath the blue skies 
Of flower-wreathed Italy the torch's glare 

Reveals an idol shrine 

In God's own house of prayer ; 
And music wreathes her magic spell around. 
Yet whispers idol-praise in each enchanting sound. 

Not yet the mom hath dawned ; oh no ! not yet ; 
Or, exiled Israel, thou wouldst have returned 

To that dear land for which 

Thy bleeding heart hath yearned ; 
Borne on the shoulders of Philistine hosts, 
Thy crownM sons had come to Canaan's joyful coasts. 



K 
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Yet is the night far spent : perchance one storm — 
But one more tempest o*er the earth shall sweep, 

Ere angel husbandmen 

The long-sown harvest reap, 
And sunlight dawns upon this vale of tears, — 
That sun, whose cloudless noon shall last a thousand years. 

With each returning year the advent hymn 
From England's gray old churches hath gone up ; 

And, eating the one bread 

And drinking the one cup. 
The lowly followers of the Lamb have shown 
Their faith in Him who comes to sit on David's throne. 

And now night is far spent ; oh, glorious truth ! 
Words have no power, and music hath no voice 

To tell how, filled with hope. 

Our waiting souls rejoice. 
Jesus, Thou knowest all things ; Thou canst see 
The longings of Thine own on earth to welcome Thee ! 

Night is far spent ; men's hearts are failing them, 
In fear and doubt and dread perplexity ; 

But we lift up our heads. 

And humbly bend the knee. 
The hour of our redemption draweth nigh. 
And soon the mom shall break through yonder gloomy 
sky,— 
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A morning without clouds, to us who look 
And long for His appearing, 'neath whose swa/ 

All sin and death and woe 

And fear shall pass away. 
Oh, come, Lord Jesus ! and in Thy blest light 
Let earth and man forget this long and dreary night. 

THE POETR V OF EARTH AND THE 
POETR V OF HE A VEN, 

H, childhood hath its poetry, its lofty soaring 

thoughts. 

As well in lowly mountain cot as in yon princely 
courts ; 

It looks with eager glancing eye up towards the cloudless 
^ky. 

And fancies glorious things and bright where sunbeams 

dwell on high. 

Oh, childhood hath its poetry and visions full of joy, 

And with its glad imaginings there mingleth not alloy. 

And youth too hath its poetry, — ^with ardent untold love. 

Decking its idols with the hues which angels wear above; 

It sees a rainbow through the storm, it smiles away the tear, 

It looks with careless happy glee through many a coming 
* year; 

Youth hath the poetry of hope and day-dreams full of bliss. 

But never fully realized 'mid changeful scenes like this. 

K 
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Pale sorrow hath its poetry, — ^from the lone mourner's 

tongfie, 
By grief made eloquent, it pours a tide of weeping song ; 

The untuned harp, the unstrung bow, dark ocean's yawning 
wave, 

The stroke of unrelenting death, the newly covered 
grave,— 

These have their poetry, alas, and musings full of woe ! 

Such is the poetry of earth, — the theme of song below. 

Heaven also hath its poetry,— but all is love and praise ; 

No note of grief sounds in the hymns its seraph harpers 
raise ; — 

Heaven's poetry is full of God : it hath one mighty 
voice, — 

A voice from countless multitudes who in His smile 
rejoice. 

What is the burden ^f their song ? " Dominion, power, 
and fame. 

All blessing and all glory be to our Redeemer's name ! " 



THE HOME OF MUSIC, 

i^*^7"^ER^ ^s thy home, sweet Music ? 
I asked, but asked in vain, 
Though I listened for an answer 
In each melodious strain ; 
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For, like the joyous sunbeams 

Pervading everywhere, 
Music seemed ever vocal 

In earth and sea and air. 

And yet for ever changing, 

For ever passing by 
In dream or song of morning, 

In laughter or in sigh. 
And so I found no answer : 

And in dark days of gloom 
I knew not where to find thee ; 

I knew not of thy home. 

Some bade me seek thy dwelling 

In festive halls and gay. 
Where harp and lute rebounded 

Through life's long holiday. 
Thou wert a guest, sweet Mjisic, 

Most beautifiil and fair. 
But thou hadst no abiding ; 

Thy home — ^it was not there. 

Others there were who bade me 
^ In some far woodland grove 

Explore the deep recesses 
Where thou didst love to rove. 



r. 
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I heard thy whisperings often, — 
Once thy full tide of song ; 

Alas, the lingering cadence 
Died those dark hills among ! 

I listened to the ocean ; 

Its oft-repeated hjrmn. 
Like chant of vast cathedral 

Rising through arches dim ; 
But never, gentle Music, 

Could I have sought thy home 
Beneath those restless billows, 

Amidst that surging foam. 

Oh, hast thou not thy dwelling 

Wherever love is found ? 
Is not thy song the sweetest 

Where love doth most abound ? 
*Tis hoard in gentle voices. 

In footfall soft and low. 
In that melody of presence 

We feel before we know. 

In the broken simple prattlings 
Of a guileless little child. 

And in unconscious fragrance 
Of flowerets sweet and wild; 
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In hill and vale and streamlet 

We find thee with us still, — 
Find thee in rainbow colours 

And in each murmuring rill. ,; 

Alas, how dull our hearing. 

How dim and weak our sight, 
How faint our power to welcome 

Fruition of delight ! 
We gather but in fragments 

Small portions of the whole, 
Which shall be ours for ever 

When we have reached the goal. 

Music, thou art a stranger, 
A sojourner on earth ; 

Thy home is *midst the glory- 
Where first thou hadst thy birth. 

Within the golden city 

Is heard thy ceaseless song ; 

And it is but the echo 

Which here our notes prolong. 

Perchance the harps we read of — 

The golden harps — may seem 
But the faint lovely outlines 

Of infancy's first dream ; 
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They may be types of music 
Too wonderful, too sweet 

For aught except the ransomed 
Without thee to repeat. 

We cannot see the landscape 

While yet the mists arise, 
But in unclouded sunshine 

It bursts upon our eyes : 
The music that is earthly 

Is like those mists, — ^but soon 
'Twill change to notes celestial. 

Amidst eternal noon. 




THE SHEPHERDS TALE. 

JWAS the glad vintage-time, and Canaan's hills 
Echoed with joyous shout and merry song ; 
For the bright daughters of earth's loveliest land 
Came trooping from the heights, bearing a load, ^ . . 
A rich and fragrant load of luscious grapes. ,* 

The day had waned, — 'twas almost eventide ; 
And resting 'neath the fig-tree's grateful shade. 
There sat an agM man \ his silvery hair. 
Like the snow-crown of ancient Lebanon, 
Told of full many a winter's storm and chill ; 
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Yet there was peace, calm as the summer light 
And holy as the moonbeam, on his brow, — 
The peace of one long reconciled to God. 
A group had gathered round him, talking much 
And loud and earnestly of One, who's fame 
And mighty acts had spread through all the land, — 
Jesus of Nazareth ; in word and deed 
A prophet, great and wise and merciful 
Messiah, some declared Him, David's Lord ; 
But other's scorned the thought, and proudly asked, 
" Is He not Joseph's son, the carpenter ? 
His mother too we know, and all His house ; 
None knoweth when Messias comes nor whence. 
But what sayest thou, Ben Josef? Years have shed 
Their honours o'er thee, and their wisdom too ; 
What say'st thou of this man ? Is he the Christ, 
The chosen one of God ?".... Silent awhile. 
As if absorbed in thought, the old man sat ; 
Then taking up the harp, which even yet 
His fingers knew full skilfully to touch. 
He bade the young ones round him list a tale 
•* Which he would sing them of the olden times, 
When he, a hardy shepherd, led his flock 
Beside green pastures and cool quiet streams. 
And knew each cave and rock and mountain-pass. 
Sweet were the chords which from the harp he struck 
As thus his song began : — 
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" Childrei^ thirty years have past 

Since the time of which I speak ; 
Life and strength are failing fast, 

And my voice grows faint and weak ; 
But like some fair flower which blooms 

When all others fade and die, 
Bright *mid age's gathering glooms 

Seems that precious memory. 

" Far o'er Bethlehem's snow-clad hills 

Night had spread her mystic veil ; 
Frost had bound the sparkling rills, 

Roughly blew the northern gale ; 
Cold gleamed forth each silent star 

In the dark and distant sky. 
While Engedi's caves afar 

Echoed with the night-hawk's cry. 



" Hallowed histories belong 

To the mountain and the vale, — 
Burden of the shepherd's song. 

Burden of the evening tale. 
There sad widowed Naomi 

Found at length a peaceful rest ; 
There, with long prosperity, 

Ruth, the faithful one, was blest ; 
And 'twas there too David dwelt 

In his boyhood's tranquil days, — 



^K 
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There in lowly prayer he kneltj 
There composed his sweetest lays. 

Often there he watched his flock, 
Led them o'er the verdant plain, 

Climbed the steep and frowning rock 
Some poor wanderer to regain. 



«» 



Mid each changeful, chequered scene 

Of his busy after-life. 
Sweet the memory must have been 

Of the time when, free from strife, 
. Free from care and pomp and state^ 

There he roved in early youth ; 
Nature's treasures his estate. 

And his portion love and truth. 

" Now, as then, the shepherds keep 

Watch, despite the winter's cold. 
Lest the bear with stealthy step 

Entrance find within the fold ; 
Or the lion, whose fierce roar 

Soundeth from some cavern deep, 
Dye his red mane in the gore 

Of a torn and mangled sheep ; 
And on that eventful eve 

Whose strange history I tell, 
Called, their sheltered home to leave. 

Shepherds guarded field and dell. 



j^i "-v/:;;/«; and Sliadow. 




' f-. ; : zz.'.y i light irom heaven, 

7r^'-.:rr than the noon-tide's ray, 
f.^ir ir.iTi the tints of e^'en, 

r.:rrr ih^n the earlv dav, 
J^.,*«~:r.^. awful radiance shed 

O'er the lonely watching-place. 
5 S'-ln o'er hill and dale it spread, 

NifiTht's long shadows to efface; 
J ".:vc5 waved in the dull wind, 

C>^r.:rast to eanh's robe of white ; 
?r.ir.ch :-r.d leaf were well defined 

II th.it s:ra::ge mysterious light. 
5c.:ri^i :r.e ^^-i'.d goat looked around, 

Sh.'^.'^k his Mack and silken hair, 
Sr.'.Ii-/. :he Sleep vriih a^le bound, 

Piir.rir.c there was safetv there : 
Whi'.e the hungn* beasts of prey 

F>>: «-I:h lerror-siHcken haste, 
fs^cxing refuge far away 

Ir. :he .:e<er:*s howling ^-aste. 

Ar.i :he shepherds,— fled they too 
ions ih,i: bright unearthly beam, 
belieA-ing xi was true, 
some v:\-ii fleeting dream ? 
wic« had soothed their fear, 
and dear, a gentle voice ; 
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" And an angel had drawn ney, 

Calling on them to rejoice ; 
Saying, ' Tidings, lo, we bring — 

Tidings of an Infant's birth ; 
Who, a Saviour, Christ, a King, 

Shall redeem and govern earth. 
Turn not to Jerusalem ; 

Goodly palaces are there, 
But ye will not find in them 

Heaven's high Lord, earth's rightful Heir. 
Pass through Bethlehem's lowly street, 

To a stable wend your way j 
There the child Immanuel greet ! 

There adoring homage pay ! * 

" Then from the celestial throng 

Rose a song of lofty praise. 
Chanted in harmonious song, 

Such as only seraphs raise : — 
* Glory to our God be given 

For salvation's wondrous plan ! 
Glory in the courts of heaven ; 

Peace on earth — ^good-will to man.' 

" Fainter grew the melody. 

Faded now the golden light ; 
Darkness gloomed on rock and tree. 
Closing o'er each snowy height ; 
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Yet the abepherds, speechless, bound 

As by magic's potent spell, 
Lingered till the last sweet sound 

Died away from wood and dell. 
Oh, what deep, unuttered joy 

Filled each heaving, wondering breast I 
Doubts and fears could not employ 

Souls with such a vision blest. 
He was come then — come at length, — 

The long-promised, long-foretold, 
Israel's glory, Israel's strength ; 

Come, as Moses came of old, 
To release them from the power 

Of a hated foreign yoke. 
This was freedom's glorious hour; 

Even now the mom had broke. 
He had come ; yet, could it be ? 

Dwelt He not in princely hall ? 
Could a lowly child be He 

At whose feet all kings should fall ? 
Yes, 'twas He 1 The angel's word. 

Message from Jehovah's throne. 
Had proclaimed Him Prince and Lord, — 

All the universe His own. 
Yes, 'twas He ! and with glad speed 

Hasted they to seek His face. 
Hail Him as the promised Seed, 

Root of David's royal race. 
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Forth with one consent they iient, 

Left their flocks up)on the plain, 
And their eager footsteps bent, 

Bethlehem's silent streets to gain. 



" Many a happy mother there 

Watched her baby as it slept ; 
And with glad, yet anxious care, 

Lo\ang vigil o'er it kept ; 
Warmly laid on downy bed 

Where no wind could on it blow, 
Closely curtained over head 

With fine linen, white as snow. 



" Oh, how different the spot 

Where the Virgin's smile of joy 
Welcomed to an humble lot 

Her first-bom, thrice-precious boy. 
Nought on Him could she bestow 

Save her earnest, fond caress ; 
Yet 'tis happiness, we know. 

To have something dear to bless ; 
And, as in the manger laid. 

Oft on Him she turned her gaze. 
For the dew of grace she prayed, 

Grace to teach her how to praise. 



\ 
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** Thia die sbeplienl^ be a yci t- M Jiii cd bain 

Found ber ; awl a« , Hta MJng nighj 

They recoanted bow dK plain 

Had been l^ted from <« hi^ ; 
TtAA of the ^ad tidings bron^t 

By a blight one from above, 
Uliilc the very winds seemed foiaght 

With sweet sounds of peace and love ; 
Adding, ' Unto us a Son, 

Unto us a King is bom ; 
Conquests by Him shall be won, 

Victory's wreath by Him be worn ;' — 
Mary knelt before her Child, 

As in tranquil sleep He lay, 
Holy, spotless, undefiled, 

Soon earth's destinies to sway. 
And that Child was Jesus ; He 

Wbotn so lightly ye have scorned. 
Tnic, the croftn of rojAlty 

Hath not yet His head adomed ; 
No, not >-eL The projihtts speak 

Of Messiah, suftering, slain, 
Git His vengeance He shall wreak. 
He come in jxin'er to reigti. 
befijre yc dare deri<1e 
Wtra *ho comes the lost to save. 
His ilnlni'i ; and then decide 
^ «hti\i1<l not rather crave 
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Mercy, healing, from His hands ; 

Life eternal through his love ; 
And, obeying His commands, 

Seek an endless rest above. 



" Since these now dim, agM eyes 

Saw that wondrous midnight scene. 
Not more bright the noontide skies 

Than my hope and joy have been. 
Years, infirmities increase. 

Soon will all my path be trod ; 
Yet shall I depart in peace, 

I have seen the Christ of God." 



The sun had quite gone down behind the hills. 
And a chill seized upon the old man's frame ; 
He laid aside his harp for the last time — 
His testimony given, his witness borne, 
He lingered but a few more suns, and then, 
Triumphant through the Saviour he adored. 
He burst his earthly trammels, and exchanged 
A mortal song for the sweet harps of heaven. 



A I'rTT SZMAS SOJITG^ 



" 1=-* TTurr is £ san 5$ riFcn ! 




Pears; rrv sjfiL losn am taoA, 
GuicT '•rirr. "Td God is Lcsren. 

Boer 2 b£bf En IVrrrifihgins xnasger, 
S:3Q oc Goi rie ndgiiiT King ; 

Well mizbi shc^*boids Lail {Cs advent. 
Eastern sages tribTiie bdng. 

Lofty are His names and tides, 
^lany crowns are His to wear ; 

Government upon His shoulder 
He has might and strength to bear. 

Wonderful ! the Counsellor ! 

The Saviour, Prince of Peace ! 
For ever and for ever 

His kingdom shall increase. 

Tis long since little children 
Earth's first Hosanna sung, 

But since uncounted ages 
His praise through heaven had rung. 
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The dwellers in that city 

Whose streets are shining gold, 
AVhere moth nor rust corrupteth, 

And treasures wax not old, 

They never cease their harping, 

They rest not night nor day. 
Nor weary of the homage 

It is their joy to pay. 

Oh, let us join our praises, 

Though all unskilled to sing, — 
For Jesus is our Saviour, 

And Bethlehem's babe our King. 




NO MORE SEA. 

EW heavens shall be above us 
When the last storm is past ; 
No clouds that endless noontide 
With shadows shall o'ercast. 

And from this earth's destruction 

A new earth shall arise. 
Worthy that amber sunshine 

And those cerulean skies. 

L 
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*Tis little we can picture 
Of what that earth may be ; 

Tis little God hath told us, 
Save, there shall be no sea. 

There may be flowing rivers 

And everlasting hills, 
Cool groves and peaceful vallejrs 

And clear bright silvery rills ; 

And flowers which know no fading 
And need no early dew ; 

And trees like those which erewhile 
In Eden's garden grew. 

But thou, tempestuous ocean. 
Like to a distant dream 

The memory of thy billows 
In that fair earth shall seem. 

For thou art ever telling 
The history of all time, — 

» 

Records of every nation, 
Gathered from every clime. 

Thou hast a thousand voices : 
Each wave its burden brings, — 

Some, trumpet notes of battle 
And shouts of warrior kings ; 
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Some, cries of poor and friendless, 

Some, groans of fettered slaves ; 
Some, and alas, how many ! — 

The wail o*er loved ones' graves. 

Thou hast a thousand voices. 

Thou strong and stormy sea ! 
But thou art one great volume 

Of human history. 

Perchance because thou tellest 

Our story o*er and o'er, — 
Our sins, our crimes, our sorrows, — 

So thou shalt be no more. 

For, in the new creation 

No other voice shall sound 
Than that which tells the Shepherd 

His wandering sheep hath found. 

No song but of salvation ; 

No theme but His high praise, 
To whom adoring myriads 

Their rapturous chorus raise. 

The story of our sinning, 

The story of our woe 
May be thy dirge, sad ocean, 

Whilst thy dark waters flow. 
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But in thy depths unfathomed 
Those sins our God hath cast, 

And thou, like them, shalt vanish ; 
Nor, sought, be found at last. 

The story sung by angels 

At Jesus' lowly birth, 
Shall be the endless story 

Sung in the blest new earth. 



THE ONLY ONE. 

tHEY spring up every year. 
Each in the self-same place 
Where she was wont to welcome them 
With her rejoicing face. 
• She treads their haunts no more, — 
But field and breezy hill 
And brookside copse are knotted o'er 
With their pale blossoms still. 

Oh, earthy made desolate 
By autumn's slow decay 
And winter's storms, thy night of grief 
Soon turns to brightest day ; 
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Springtide gives back again 
Thy thousand buds to thee, 
But my one faded little flower 
Returns not unto me. 

Children are passing by— 
I hear their young glad feet ; 

The wind hath caught the primrose scent, 
Faint, yet how fresh and sweet, — 
Their baskets are all filled 
Till they can hold no more \ 

Their mothers smile will welcome them 
Before they reach the door. 

No tiny hand is raised 

To open wide my gate ; 
No beaming face looks up to mine 

With rosy joy elate ; 

Ah me ! my darling's step 

Was lightest of the train,^ 
Her gleesome voice rang merriest ; 

I list for it in vain. 

Do ye list for it, flowers ? 
To eyes less dimmed with tears. 
Perchance ye seem 'as bright with joy 
Now as in bygone years ; 
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But ever to my heart 
Low, mournful words ye say, 
Like bells which ring a muffled peal 
Upon a summer's day. 

For she was, e'en as you, 

A gladsome child of spring ; 
She came to me when early birds 

Were scarce yet on the wing. 

A few brief happy years 

Had swiftly come and gone. 
And then she left me in the spring, — 

My loved, my lovely one. 

Long weary weeks she lay 

Upon her bed of pain ; 
Fierce burning fever none might quell 

Throbbing in every vein ; 

The snowdrops had not bloomed 

When she began to fade ; 
The manna's white and blue-veined flowers * 

Were in her coffin laid. 

Through all that suffering time 
The little worn pale face 
Grew bright, if in her trembling hands 
Fresh flowerets we could place. 

* The Wood sorrel is called by the Savoyards ** Le pair du bon 
Dieu," for it whitens the rocks like manna. 
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She tried to clasp them tight 
With all her failing strength ; 
But even this became a task 
Too hard for her at length. 

« 

Morning had dawned ; fair buds 

Were opening to the sun ; 
But those within her darkened room 

Had withered one by one. 

Angels unseen by us 

Came softly round her bed ; 
The little struggling frame was still, 

The ransomed soul had fled. 

They tell me mine is not 

A sorrow strange and new ; 
That there is many a smaller grave : 

Alas, I know 'tis true ! 

But were there nothing more 

To heal the broken heart. 
Then should we die with our beloved 

Rather than bear to part. 

My precious seedling, sown 
Deep in the quiet tomb, 
I laid thee there in certain hope 
Of a bright spring to come. 



1 68 Sunshine and Shadow. 

Jesus hath died for thee ; 
Jesus for thee hath risen ; 
I know that thou shalt bloom among 
The fadeless flowers of heaven. 

My bitter tears still fall — 
But oh, He will not chide, 

Who never to the stricken heart 
His pity hath denied I 
Methinks He bids the flowers 
Speak His own words to me ; 

For lo, their dirge is changed to songs 
Of immortality ! 




WELCOME TO THE NEW YEAR. 

H, welcome to the new year," 
Cried a glad happy child, 
Upon whose brief existence 
All love and joy had smiled. 
" Oh, welcome to the new year," 

The little blithe one sang. 
And loud from youthful voices 

The merry chorus rang. 
" Oh, welcome to the new year, 
Bringing us fresh delight, 
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Bringing us springtide's verdure 

And summer's flowerets bright ; 
Thou comest, joyous new year, 

With frost and wreath of snow j 
But thou hidest gentle zephyrs 

And soon wilt bid them blow. 
So we welcome thee, thou new year. 

With mirth and dance and song ; 
Thou bringest nought but gladness 

To hearts so free and young." 

" Oh, welcome to the new year," 

Said one, in whose dark hair 
Was twined the bridal orange bloom 

With pearls and lilies fair ; 
•Yet while she spoke the greeting 

Her throbbing heart beat fast. 
And she thought of happy happy years 

For ever gone and past ; 
But she checked the sigh that half arose, 

And dashed away the tear, 
And in hope's exulting accents 

She welcomed the new year. 

" Oh, welcome to the new year," 

A mother whispered low, 
" For God hath hushed the wailing 

Of famine and of woe. 
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He heareth the young ravens, 

He listeth to their cry ; 
I know our Father looked on us 

Ever with pitying eye. 
Food for my little hungry ones 

And raiment will be given, 
And glad thanksgiving we shall raise 

This happy year to heaven." 



" Oh, welcome to the new year," 

The aged Christian cries. 
As with the eye of faith he looks 

Beyond those distant skies. 
" Oh welcome ; ere thy months have closed 

My path may all be trod ; 
I may have reached eternity. 

May be at home with God. 



Speed, speed then. Time, thine onward flight 

Till, each brief season o'er, 
I rest where wintry tempests 

Shall beat on me no more ; 
Where springtide's verdant freshness 

Shall never pass away. 
And night's mysterious darkness 

No more succeed to-day." 
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LINES ON SOME MONUMENTS IN 
GLOUCESTER CATHEDRAL. 



H, shine not here so brightly, 




Thou glorious orb of day ! 
Not on these time-worn monuments 

Should joyous sunbeams play. 
Light, if thou wilt, the stately homes 

Where kings and princes dwell ; 
Or go where bards, in lady's bower. 

Of high achievements tell ; 
But come not here : the pensive eve, 

When shadows softly fall. 
Suits better with this cloistered aisle, — 

This old Cathedral wall. 
Go, and athwart the dancing wave 

Display thy gladsome light ; 
Leave thou this palace of the tombs 

To silence and to night. 

Oh, shine not here ! for sleeping low, 

Beneath the blackened stone. 
Lies Normandy's once gallant Duke, 

Forgotten and alone : * 

Robert, Duke of Normandy, son of the Conqueror. 
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He who o'er Palestine's broad plains 

Once led his glittering host, — 
The Saracen's most dreaded foe, 

The proud Crusader's boast ! 
Oh, shine not thus, resplendent sun, 

Upon his lowly tomb ; 
For bright as were his early years, 

He died 'mid prison gloom. 

And shine not here, not on the grave 

Of a scorned fallen king ; t 
'Twere mockery on that sculptured form 

Thy golden beams to fling. 
Ah, Edward ! better hadst thou lived 

Poor, lowly, and unknown, 
Than worn a kingly diadem 

And filled a regal throne ; 
The victim of a nation's hate, 

Left by a faithless wife ; 
In Berkeley's dreary dungeon towers 

Closed thy sad chequered life ; 
And here they laid thee — ^here, where oft, 

In days of pomp and pride, . 
Thou satt'st a crowned and flattered prince. 

Thy bride-queen at thy side. 

t Edward II. 
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All silently they laid thee here, — 

A thousand knees had bowed, 
A thousand voices hailed thy name. 

With acclamations loud ; 
None sorrowed o'er thy .cruel death, 

No hand was stretched to save ; 
O sunbeam ! shed not thy glad light 

On this sad lonely grave. 

Unsheltered by these ancient towers. 

All plain and unadom'd, 
A stone records the name of one 

Whose fate a nation mourned ; 
No marble wreath — no chaplet fair, 

No words of pompous pride ; 
There need none ! 'tis enough that here 

The martyred Hooper died.* 
O sunbeam ! ever brightly shine 

Upon the sacred spot ; 
For on this hero's worthy fame 

Is found no stain, no blot ! 
Oh, shine ! for here a sinful man, 

Strengthened by Jesus' power. 
Bore witness for the truth of God, 

In life's last trying hour ; 

* Bishop Hooper's grave is in the same place where he suffered 
martyrdom ; just within the railings which enclose the churchyard 
of St Mary de Lode. 
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Oh, shine ! the flames which wreathed his form, 

But freed the deathless soul, 
But proved a nearer road to heaven, — 

The spirit's longed-for goal 
A thousand years these gray old walls 

May brave the tempest's rage ; 
But that calm sufferer's name shall live 

To still remoter age, — 
Shall live when time itself is o'er 

And thy sweet light hath fled ; 
O sunbeam ! softly, brightly shine 

Upon the martyred dead. 




EASTER EVE IN GREECE. 

H, mournfully the funeral wail 
Soundeth from many a classic vale ! 
From m)rrtle-wreathed and marble fane, 
From Marathon's wide battle-plain, 
From Athens' pale and weeping throng. 
There mingles with the night-bird's song 
A sorrowful, wild, dirge-like hymn, 
Floating through night-clouds, shadowy, dim. 
To where the moonlight's soft rays beam. 
And strange bright stars in beauty gleam. 
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Oh, can each family have lost 
One whom they loved and valued most ? 
No ! Where is then the laurel wreath 
To crown the conqueror of death ? * 
Where are the flowers ? where the perfume 
To rob the grave of half its gloom ? 
Where are the dead ? He whom they mourn 
A man of sorrows, lowly bom, 
Lived ages since, and wept and died. 
Far from -^gean's sparkling tide. 
He whom they mourn — lo, He was God ! 
Though in a mortal's guise He trod 
Salem and dark Gethsemane, 
And cUmbed the hill of Calvary. 
And, oh, it was for human guilt 
That meek One's precious blood was spilt ! 
For man He bowed His thorn-crowned head. 
For man He slumbered with the dead. 
Is it not meet that year by year 
His ransomed ones should shed the tear 
Of penitence, and love, and grief. 
In memory of His suffering life 
And cruel death ? Yes, even so, 
His Church should sorrow in His woe, — 

* The Greeks crown the corpse of the dead with laurel, and 
wreath it with flowers, and think of the departed as a conqueror 
over life, and over the destroyer — Death. 
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Though, with her heart and hopes in heaven, 
Joying to know her sins forgiven, 

" Christos aneste I " List ! the cry, 
As it riseth up through the starlit sky. 
The midnight hour hath chimed, and, lo, 
There hath vanished each sound and trace of woe ! 
From far ^gina's lovely shore, ' 
Where suns their richest radiance pour ; 
From Scions green and flower-decked hills, 
Where spring the brightest and clearest rills ; 
From Lesbos' scented orange-groves. 
Where the free, soft wind of summer roves. 
One shout of joy goes up to heaven — 
" Christos aneste 1 " — Christ is risen 1 

" Christos aneste ! " List ! on high 
There swells a holier melody ; 
'Tis sung by them who wave the palm 
In regions yet more bright, more calm 
Than islets circled round by thee, 
Untroubled, blue -^gean sea ; 
Tis sung by them who cast the crown 
Before the Saviour's lofty throne ; 
'Tis sung by them whom earth calls dead. 
For whom love's fondest tear was shed. 
Oh, listen ! listen, while they sing. 
For spirit-winds are whispering 
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That strain of harmony divine, 
ITiat thou may'st echo it with thine — 

" Worthy the Lamb, that once was slain, 
O'er the wide universe to reign ; 
Blessing and power, dominion, might, 
His by creation, His by right. 
Are His by purchase too ; — and we. 
Once sons of guilt and misery, 
Have been redeemed by His own blood, 
And made kings, priests, unto our God." 

" Christos aneste ! " Would that sound 
Had reached the earth's most distant bound ; 
Would that His name from shore to shore. 
Loud as the ocean's ceaseless roar. 
Were echoed by each grateful tongue, — 
The one exhaustless theme of song. 
And would that through thy cloudless skies, 
Fair Greece ! pure incense might arise, — 
That, vain tradition cast aside, 
His Word alone thy rule, thy guide. 
Thou might'st dwell in the light of truth. 
And, eagle-like, renew thy youth. 




M 



1/8 Sunshine and Shadow. 



« 




c^ 



GOING HOME. 

ILL you come with me, my pretty one ? " 

I asked a gentle child : 
" Will you come with me and gather flowers?" 
She looked at me and smiled ; 
Then, in a low, sweet gentle tone. 

She said, " I cannot come. 
I must not leave this narrow path, 
For I am going home." 

" But will you not ? " I asked again : 

" The sun is shining bright. 
And you might twine a lily wreath, 

To carry home at night ; 
And I could show you pleasant things. 

If you would only come." 
But still she answered as before, — 

" No ; I am going home." 

" But look, my child ; the fields are green. 

And 'neath the leafy trees 
Children are playing merrily. 

Or resting at their ease. 
Does it not hurt your tender feet 

This stony path to tread ? " 
" Sometimes ; but I am going home," 

Once more she sweetly said. 
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" My Father bade me keep this path, 

Nor ever turn aside ; 
The road which leads away from Him 

Is very smooth and wide. 
The fields are fresh and cool and green, 

Pleasant the shady trees ; 
But those around my own sweet home 

Are lovelier far than these." 



" I must not linger on the road, 

For I have far to go, 
And I should like to reach the door 

Before the sun gets low. 
I must not stay : but will you not, 

Oh, will you not come too ? 
My home is very beautiful. 

And there is room for you.*' 



I took her little hand in mine. 

Together we went on ; 
Brighter and brighter o'er our path 

The blessed sunbeams shone. 
At length we saw the distant towers. 

But 'ere we reach'd the gate. 
The child outstripped my lingering feet,- 

Too overjoy'd to wait 
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And as she turned her radiant face 
Once more to bid me come, 

I heard a chorus of glad songs, — 
A burst of, " Welcome home ! " 




A SUNNY MORNING AT FOLKESTONE. 

HE August sun, — ^how bright it shone 
Far o'er the joyous sea; 
And high aloft the old church tower, 
And waving tamarisk tree. 

August ! how well and rightly named. 

Thou empress of the year ; 
No biting frost, no cold white snow. 

No raindrop's sullen tear. 

Yes ; it was August. Early morn 

With all its wealth of light, 
Had changed to glittering gold, the crown. 

The silvery crown of night. 

The tide was flowing ; far across 
Its broad and smooth expanse 

Were seen the crimson clover fields 
And sunny hills of France. 
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Children amongst the shingle played, 

And shouted loud with glee, 
As rippling wavelets to their feet 

Came dancing merrily. 

Some wandered o'er the beetling cliflfs, 

Midway 'twixt sea and sky ; 
And grass-hoppers with silvery bells 

Rang to those passers-by. 

Some 'mongst the stones in search of weeds 
And shells and pebbles strayed ; 

Some seeking shelter from the heat. 
Sat 'neath the rock's deep shade. 

And evermore the murmuring waves 

Told many an ancient tale, — 
Tales of old knightly chivalry 

And trust which would not fail ; 

Till the long past scarce seemed a dream. 

And o'er the heaving flood 
Brave ships returned from Palestine, 

Their red cross stained with blood ; 

And voices mingled on the breeze, — 

War-cry and Christian song. 
From palmer grey and belted knight, — 

A strangely sorted throng ; 
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Or Roman galleys swept the s6as 
With Caesar's conquering host, 

Whilst Britons rude essayed in vain 
To guard their rock-bound coast ; 

Or, on a holier errand bent, 

Augustine and his train 
Crossed those broad waters, for their Lord 

A kingdom fair to gain. 

Thus idly dreaming, — heeding not 

The rapid flight of time. 
We marvelled when from distant tower 

There clanged the noontide chime. 

The tide already ebbed ; the sun 
Shone on the sparkling shore : 

How bright the memory of that mom 
When summer-tide is o'er. 




THE KING'S CHOICE, 

YOUTHFUL King to Gibeon came 
With many an earnest prayer, 

And many a costly sacrifice 
To offer humbly there. 
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His glittering crown, so lately worn, 

His robes of snowy white, — 
What were they in the sight of Him 

Whose very name is " Light " ? 

* 

The golden candlestick was lit, 

The evening shadows fell. 
And sweet and glad the hymn arose 

That monarch knew so well ; 
His royal father's loveliest song 

When yet a shepherd boy, — 
Song of green pastures and clear streams 

And holy rest and joy. 

And one by one the quiet stars 

Shone out in the dark sky. 
Like loving words we speak to babes. 

Asking for no reply. 
The busy sounds of day were hushed 

In slumber calm and deep. 
And lights went out in happy homes 

Where none need vigil keep. 

Why was it that the one most loved, 

To whom men bent the knee. 
Invested with all royal pomp 

And power and majesty, — 
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Why was it that with thoughts perplexed 

He spent the silent hours ? 
His father's path had chequered been, 

But his seemed strewn with flowers. 

He was so young to rule the land ; 

He felt himself so weak, 
So ignorant how best to judge. 

How best to act and speak. 
Well might he muse with anxious heart, 

Well might he watch and pray ; 
So great the people who henceforth 

Would his behests obey. 

Sleep came at last ; and in the hush 

Of that calm starlit night 
God spake to him, — his father's God, 

Lord of all power and might ; 
And very gentle were the words. 

Dispelling doubt and fear : 
" Ask now what I shall give to thee," 

Fell softly on his ear. 

Perchance he thought a little while. 

Nor yet the answer gave. 
Perchance he wished that he might prove 

The bravest of the brave ; 
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Or rich with all the boundless wealth 

Which Ophir could supply, 
Or happy in that priceless love 

Which will not change nor die. 

Not so : he asked a higher gift, — 

The highest, noblest, best ; 
Not found in glittering Eastern mine 

Or forest of the West ; 
Not in the ocean depths, nor high 

On mountain's snowy peak ; 
*Twere vain in star or dazzling sun 

That wondrous gift to seek. 

Compared with this, fair gleaming pearls 

Are valueless and vain, — 
Worthless the rubies and fine gold 

Men toil so to obtain. 
He asked for wisdom; and 'twas given 

In measure large and free ; 
God loves to pour His blessings down, — 

God giveth plenteously. 

Not now we hear that gentle voice ; 

God speaks not now to men, 
But in His holy Word He asks 

Again, and yet again, — 
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Asks of each little wond'ring child, 
" What shall I give to thee ? " 

Choose wisdom, in His fear and love 
To dwell continually. 



SAFELY GARNERED. 



Q^ 




SAW where fields of golden grain waved *neath an 
August sun, 

Already in some favoured spot the harvest was 
begun; 
And, borne upon the whispering breeze, came sounds of 

mirth and glee. 
From where the reapers bound their sheaves, and smiled 
rejoicingly. 

One whom I loved was by my side, — a beautiful fair girl, 
Whose auburn hair, all unconfined by gold or costly pearl, 
Half-hid her glowing cheek, but failed to shade her spark- 
ling eyes. 
Which wore the deep cerulean blue of evening's cloud- 
less skies. 

We gazed in silence for a time on that far-spreading vale. 
Sheltered by lofty mountain-heights from the stem nor- 
thern gale. 
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And opening in the sunny south far towards the distant 

sea, 
Whose waters, undisturbed, flowed on in silent majesty. 

A monoentary sadness stole o'er Gertrude's speaking face, 
As from that lovely scene we turned our footsteps to 

retrace ; 
And when she spoke, her voice scarce seemed so glad as 

it had been. 
When one short hour before she trod the lawn's smooth 

mossy green ; 

"'Twill all be safely garnered soon, — ^that waving, feathery 

grain,— 
And all the flowers be faded too which I have loved to 

train ; 
Oh, I do love the harvest-time, and yet it makes me sigh 
Because I know that wintry days, and dark, are drawing 

nigh ! 

"Perhaps 'tis foolish; but sometimes the thought will 

cross my mind. 
That you may all be garnered first, — I only left behind ; 
And earth would seem like yonder fields when all the 

sheaves are gone. 
When the glad reaper's song is hushed, his joyous labour 

done. 
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" And yet those fields e'en when arrayed in wintry garb 

look bright, 
When in far-glancing rays is shed the sun's rejoicing 

light ; 
And He who is the spirit's Sun can make the loneliest 

glad; 
With Him as my all-present Friend I could not long be 

sad." 



Only a few sere yellow leaves remained upon the trees, 

And sad and mournful voices seemed to mingle with the 
breeze ; 

The distant sea was crested high with white and spark- 
ling foam 

When once again I trod the path to Gertrude's cottage 
home. 



And where was Gertrude? The last sheaf had scarce 

been gathered in 
Ere she was safely garnered too beyond the reach of sin ; 
Beyond the reach of storm and blight, beyond the reach 

of woe, 
Beyond the tyrant power of Death, — man's last, most 

dreaded foe. 
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Yes, she was safely garnered now. I did not, could not 

weep, 
Why should we ever mourn for them who in a Saviour 

sleep ! 
I only lifted up my heart, in gratitude and love. 
To Him who gave her faith and hope, then called her 

hence above. 

Oh, Jesus, Saviour of a lost and guilty ruined race ! 

The soul that trusts Thy righteousness, shares Thy re- 
newing grace. 

Is blest beyond what heart can think or mortal tongue 
can tell ; 

For whether life or death betide, — ^all, — everything is well. 




LITTLE WILLIE, THE INFANT-SCHOOL 

SCHOLAR. 

^"^ H, why is little Willie dead? 
Dear mother, tell me why ; 
He was the youngest of us all, — 
Why was he first to die ? 

'* He did not know one little hymn. 
Which infant scholars sing, — 
How can he raise the song of praise 
Where angel anthems ring ? 



^ 
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•' His little feet had scarcely learned 
To tread the grassy sod, — 
How can. he walk the golden streets, 
The city of our God ? 

" His father has no baby now 
To meet him at the door ; 
He will not stroke his mother's face, 
Or kiss her any more. 

" The sun shines bright and beautiful 
Upon the fallen snow ; 
Oh why, just when the new year came, 
Did little Willie go?" 

." Have you forgotten, Annie dear. 
That Saviour, meek and mild. 
Who welcomed to His loving arms 
The httle Jewish child,— 

" And said, that none might dare forbid 
Such little ones to come ? 
'Tis He hath called the baby boy 
So early to his home. 

" And so, though we may weep to look 
On Willie's pale sweet face. 
We must not, would not, call him back 
From his bright dwelling-place. 
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" The skylark only sings, when high 
Towards heaven it soars along; 
And babies need not learn our notes 
To sing the angels' soag. 

" Thou askest how dear Willie's steps 
Could walk the golden street ; 
My Annie, seraphs led him first 
To fall at TesusVfeet 

*• And looking on Him, as He is, 
And seeing all His brightness, 

■ The child grew like Him, and was clothed 
In robes of snowy whiteness. 

" And though he has so lately gone 
To yonder world of joy, 
None surely are more beautiful 
Than he, the fair-hay:^ boy. 



« 



" You know that Jairus* daughter slept 4I 

The calm, cold sleep of death ; 
And Jesus gently bade her wake. 
And gave her life and breath. 

" And He could make dear Willie smile 
As He was wont to do. 
If but He saw it good and right 
To break his slumbers too. 



w. 
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*** But He would rather keep him safe 
III His own glorious home, 
And in His bosom shelter him, 
Until his parents come. 

" He knows that wbids blow roughly here, 
And often it is dark ; 
I And little ones, like Noah's dove, 
Are safest in th^ark. . ^ 

" Annie, the Lord has bought us all. 
With His own precious blood ; 
And night and day He pleads for us - • 
Before the throne of God. 

" And shall we grieve to give Him back, 
Upon this new-year's mom, 
• One little flower from earth's cold soil. 
His Eden t^ adorn ? 

" No, let us kneel down very low 
Beside ther baby's cot, 
And pray that Gcjtd would wash our robes 
From every stain and spot ; 

" And give us new clean hearts of flesh, 
\ And fill us with His love. 
And make us praise Him here below, — 
As Willie does above. 



V*. 



4' 
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" And then if we should afever see *• 
The new-year come again, 
We shall be safe, — as Willie k, — 
From sin and death and pdSn." 



.♦ 




THE MONK OF LOCH MAREE. 

[HERE'S scarce a glen in all the land 
• But hath some fearful tale ; 
^ No wind but echoes from lang syne 

War-cry or woman's wail ; 
The hunter treads the venturous track 

Of steps in terror traced ; 
The rocks bear stains of savage strife 
By storm nor time effaced. 



But thou, wild, lonely Loch Maree, 

Hast memories far*moffe fair 
f han battles fierce or triumphs won 

Or cries of sad despair ! 
Perchance stem warrior oft 4iath sought 

Yon islet's lowly fane ; 
But not for spoils of victory, * 

Nor conqueror's crown to gain. 

N 



# 
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Tis Itng ago ;* 'tis long ago ! 
f (An ancient tale to tell) 

A monK his lingering footsteps turned 

From Sstant convent-cell : 
Gentle and holy man was he, 

On holy errand b«nt ; 
With scanty couch and diet spare 
^ And humble garb content. 



From far lona's western isle^ 

Where many a knight of fame ' 
And many a Scottish monarch sleep, 

That wandering pilgrim came ; 
With cross on breast and staff in hand 

The pathless hills he trod. 
Preaching " glad tidings of great joy," — 

Good news of peace with God. 

Pure was his faith ; nor worshipped he 
, The Virgin Mbther blest, 
Nor yet to angel bent his knee, 

Nor saint in prayer addressed ; 
Pure was his faith, as their's who erst 

By Galilee's blue wave 
Proclaimed the mighty power of Christ, 

And His alone, to save. 



• 



f 



•♦ 
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Long time he wandered ere he reslfthed ■ 

This lone sequestered loch, — 
Wandered through many a rugged glen, 

Climbed many a Craggy rocK ; 
Spoke gentle words of love and peace 

To many a wearf^oul. 
And taught the fierce untutored Gael 

His passions to control. 



Twas scarcely autuihn ; for the brake 

"V\^s green and feathery still. 
And purple heath and eyebright pure 

Bloomed fair by sparkling rill, — * 
The rowen berries 'midst dark leaves 

in crimson clusters hung, 
And minstrelsy of summer birds 

Still through the woodland rung. 



The lake's clear, deep expanse, was smooth, 
Save where, with foam and spray, 

,A mountain torrent* downward rushed 
In wild impetuous pla^ ; 

Stem hills, precipitous and bare. 
Rose from the northern shore, — 

« 

Not Alpine hunter bold and strong ' 
Those heights might dare explore. 
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Monarch and chief, Ben Sleach raised 

His shattered dome-shaped head, 
Awful and vast, with clouds encrowned 

And robes of mist ft'erspread \ 
Dark contrast to the snow-white peaks 

Of lofty far Ben Ejfc, 
Like marble citadel, upreared 

To reach the azure sky. 



Range beyond range, rich wooded heights 

The southern shores graced fair ; • 
Birch, shining holly, lofty pine. 

Hazel and ash were there ; 
Bog myrtle its sweet fragrance shed. 

And white pamassus flowers 
And deep-blue milkwort, clustering, bloomed 

In moss-grown fairy bowers. 



The liquid lustre of the lake 

Reflected clear and bright 
Small islets, whose white pebbly beach 

Seemed fringed with waves of light ; 
All undisturbed the sea-mew here 

Securely built her nest ; 
And here the weary pilgrim sought 

At length a place of rest ; 
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For he was aged now, nor trod 

With firm unfaUering step 
Glen Slogan's dizzy heights, nor climbed 

Ben Lair's wild craggy steep ; 
They who had loved his holy words, 

Would hear them now no more. 
Save when they sought his island cell 

On Sleagach's lonely shore. 



And 6ft they came ; for not in vain. 

With prayers and pleading tears. 
Had he thus laboured souls to save 

Through self-denying years ; 
The Lord and Master whom he served 

So faithfully and long, 
Gave him rich guerdon for his toil 

Those savage clans among. 

Tis long ago ; but men still seek 

The spot where Saint Maree 
Spent his last peaceful years, and left 

A blessM memory ; 
The sun shines brightly on the loch 

Which bears his honoured name, — 
His works his fairest monument 

And still-enduring fame. 
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MY BABY ARTHUR. 

^tJ^N OST thou think aught of me, ray babe, 
(^^^ In thy bright home above ? 

Does some fair angel speak to thee 

About thy mother's love ? 
Thou would'st have learnt to know my voice 

Hadst thou been spared till now ; 
My smiles an answering smile had brought 

To thy sweet lip and brow ; 
Thy soft eyes would have sought my gaze : 

Oh, how my throbbing heart 
Longed for one recognizing glance 

Ere we were called to part ! 

Thou cam'st to me, my little flower. 

When antumn winds blew high. 
And shadows sped across the hills 

And sere leaves drifted by. 
Sweeter than violet in spring 

Or rose on summer's day, 
Clasp'd close in my rejoicing arms 

My new-found treasure lay. 

Bright days, calm nights, how few and brief; 

How quickly passed and gone ! 
A low sweet voice^of music hushed, — 

Darkness where starlight shone. 
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Blight on my little rose-bud fell ; 

Two weary weeks went by, 
And in my still and mournful room 

I saw thee droop and die. 

Some whom I loved and who loved thee 

Watched with me all the day, 
Whilst fitfully from hour to hour 

Thy young life ebbed away. 
'Twas noontide when the angel came 

Wearing the flaming wreath ; * 
'Twas evening when he bore thee hence. 

And left us only — Death. 

Yes, death for us ; the blue eyes closed. 

The hands so still and cold, 
The lifeless form my clasping arms 

Sought fondly yet to fold. 
Around thee in thy coffin-bed 

Pale autumn flowers were laid, — 
White rose and heath-bell, frail and pure 

Like thee, with thee to fade. 



• ** 'Twas at thy door, O friend, and not at mine, 
The angel with the amaranthine wreath 
Pausing, descended, and with voice divine 

Whispered a word that had a sound like death." 

" The Two Angels,"— Ijo^gv-ello^, 
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Yes, death for us : but for thee life ! 

From a rare foreign tree 
We culled a wreath of snowy flowers, 

Token of victory. 
And twined it round thy baby brow,— 

Dark leaf and blossoms fair. 
Fit emblem of the crowns of light 

Which babes in glory wear. 



Life ; blissful, endless life for thee ! 

That thought through coming years 
Shall make an ever-brightening bow 

Through the cold rain of tears. 
A vision of my angel-babe 

When waves of sorrow rise 
Shall come, as sunlight brightly gleams 

Athwart the stormy skies. 



Life for thee, little ransomed one ; 

Bought with a Saviour's blood. 
And called from our poor love to know 

The perfect love of God ! 
Thy lips had learnt no language here, — 

Tis sweet thy first glad word 
Should be a burst of tuneful praise 

To our Redeemer Lord. 
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Once, long ago, to Salem's court 

The Hebrew mother brought 
Her little son, and earnestly 

Admission for him sought ; 
She asked that he might never leave 

That sacred house of prayer, 
But day by day, year after year, 

Stand ministering there. 

E'en thus I freely give thee back 

To Him who first hath given. 
To serve not in an earthly fane 

But 'midst the courts of heaven. 
Oh, wondrous grace, the Lord of Lords 

My little babe should own ! 
And place him 'mongst the kings and priests 

Who stand before His throne. 

I would not wish thee here again 

Our sins and griefs to share ; 
I love to think thou art so blest, — 

Thy home so passing fair ; 
But oh, sometimes my selfish heart 

Will ask if thoughts of me 
Come to thee 'midst the ceaseless swell 

Of angel minstrelsy ! 
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CHRIST BY THE SEA OF GALILEE, 



II 




The foxes have holes, and the birds of the air have nests, but the 
Son of man hath not where to lay His head." 

[The following verses were suggested by a small painting : Christ 
is represented alone at nightfall by the sea of Galilee, and beneath 
are written the touching words which form the motto of this poem.] 

[HERE were lovely landscapes, glowing bright 

With Italy's own radiant light ; 

There were visions of beauty in youth's first bloom, 
And mourners surrounding the lost one's tomb ; 
And steeped as in sunbeams, the desert halls 
Of Al-Harath gleam'd forth from those magic walls.* 
And there too was pictured the billowy main, 
When the storm winds sweep o'er his wide domain : 
Oh, strangely mingled were joy and sorrow, 
The blighted past and the glad to-morrow ; 
The snowy flowers which of old were bound 
O'er the bloodless sword of the victor crowned ; f 
And the spectral forms of that haunted plain 
Where echoes the cry of the long since slain I J 

* The ruins of Al-Harath are of that yellow limestone so often 
found in Syria, and in the bright light of day appear as if steeped 
in sumbeams. 

+ The myrtle was held sacred to Venus, and wreathed the sword 
of him who gained a bloodless victory. 

X The plain of Marathon. 
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But fairest of those pictured scenes was one 
Of a glad cottage home at set of sun ; 
Bright dark-eyed children through the open door, , 
Exulting, brought the vine's delicious store ; 
Father and mother, joyous friends, were there. 
The evening meal and evening's mirth to share. 
Shaded by palms, a clear sweet mountain rill 
Flow'd past the cottage, and more distant still 
Dark olives, with their white and stainless flowers 
Yielding rich fragrance in those dewy hours. 
Waved in the breeze, and where the rocky ground 
Seemed least propitious, fruitful most were found.* 

« 

It was a lovely picture : not alone. 
Because serene the skies of that mild zone. 
Nor yet because on rock and stream-worn cleft 
The setting sun his light a moment left. 
Oh, beautiful indeed the deepening hue 
Of Heaven's own matchless canopy of blue ! 
Oh, beautiful indeed the golden ray 
Of that unwillingly departing day ! 
And murmuring 'mong those tall and stately trees. 
Like breath of angels seem'd the whispering breeze. 
All, all was beautiful, — yet all forgot 
By the blest inmates of that happy cot ; 

* The olive attains its greatest size' and beauty when planted in a 
rich soil, but yields most fruit when growing in dry rocky ground. 
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For Love was there, his silken fetters flinging 
O'er hearts to home and to each other clinging ; 
Yes, Love was there, his rosy garlands wreathing, — 
In every smile and every accent breathing ; 
Yes, Love was there, rejoicing gaily now. 
And when I looked upon each artless brow 
I knew that in their hearts he dwelt so deep. 
That should dark tempests o'er their pathway sweep, 
Like India's night-flower he would but exhale 
His sweetest fragrance on the sunless gale.* 

Such love — alike in sunshine and in gloom — 
Oft have I proved in thee, mine own loved home ! 
'Neath England's changeful and uncertain skies, 
In the chill north thy trellised walls arise ; 
The purple clematis and woodbine sweet, 
Roses and jasmine o'er the lattice meet ; 
But not in such ungenial air the vine 
May its rich perfume shed, its tendrils twine ; 
Nor here the palm its feathery crown may wave. 
Nor myrtle bloom around the lost one's grave ; 
Yet hast thou charms for me, more potent far 
Than the frail beauty storm and time may mar \ 
And as the ivy will not be unbound 
From the dear prop its twining leaves have found, 

* The Sorrowful Nycianthes, a species of jessamine, growing in 
India, which emits its fragrance only in the night 
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So doth each fond affection of my heart 
Refuse from thee, thou precious home, to part ! 

My thoughts have wandered, from that picture turning 
To this dear spot with love's resistless yearning ; 
Long on that peaceful scene I gazed, and then 
Turned yet from other views to gaze again, 
Till one more picture caught my raptured eye. 
Which but with life can pass from memory. 

It was too solemn to be looked on long 
In that wide hall and 'mid that festal throng ; 
But it hath been before me in the mom. 
When flowers fresh-robed the dewy glade adorn ; 
Before me in the evening's time of mirth, 
When we have circled round the social hearth ; 
Before me most in the dark solemn night, 
When other scenes have faded with the light. 

Darkly o'er Galilee's blue waveless sea 
The shades of evening gathered mournfully ; 
Close by the shore, in silence and alone, 
A Man was seated on the cold gray stone, — 
A weary " Man of sorrows." None were there 
To chase the sadness from His brow of care ; 
None there with answering glance His glance to meet. 
Or loose the sandals from His aching feet ; 
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The light-winged bird had sought its tiny nest, 
The very foxes had their place of rest ; 
But when the evening-star grew pale and dim, 
E*en then no shelter had been found for Him. 

I asked not who He was, such lone watch keeping 
In the dark hours when others calm were sleeping ; 
Prophet and mitred priest, in times of old. 
That scorned despised forsaken One foretold. 
Men saw no beauty in His pensive face, 
No form or comeliness their glance could trace ; 
Lonely in all things, mortals might not know 
The silent depths of His unfathomed woe ; 
No fellow-man could measure by his own 
The mighty grief which uttered not a groan. 
Within the crowded city He had dwelt. 
And in the mountain solitude had knelt ; 
To Him in suppliance weeping friends had sped ; 
And He had healed their sick and raised their dead. 
And, *mid them all, He was alone, — as now 
When the cold night-wind swept His fevered brow ! 
Lonely in all things, — lonely most in this, — 
That there were none to share His holiness. 

I asked not who He was. My thoughts went back 
O'er happy childhood's gay and careless track, 
To the bright Sabbaths of those early days 
When first I learned sweet hymns to Jesus' praise, 
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And read the story of His life and death 

With all a child's simplicity of faith. 

I knew *twas Jesus 1 knew it was for us 

By those cold waters He was lingering thus ; 

Aliens and outcasts from the smile of God, 

For us the alien's dreary path He trod. 

It was that sinful man might have a right 

To the fair mansions of a world of light, 

That when o'er sky and sea the darkness spread 

He had not where to lay His sacred head. 

Saviour I in times of gladness may the thought 
That all my joy was with Thy sorrow bought. 
Kindle fresh love within my faithless heart, 
And to that gladness, holiness impart ; 
And if from life's now shining wreath should fade 
Each sunny flower in Time's soon deepening shade. 
If aught I wot not of should e'er estrange 
Those now I deem scarce even death could change, 
If gladness find no place within my breast, ' 

On Thy sure sympathy then bid me rest ; 
Alike in joy or sorrow, good or ill, 
Let thoughts, sweet thoughts of Thee, be with me still : — 
Said I " sweet thoughts " ? Oh, words how faint and weak 
To tell the feelings I would gladly speak ! 
Hath gratitude no voice to give Thee praise ? 
Is there no song my feeble lips can raise ? 
Not now. This tuneless lyre can yield no chord 
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Fitting for Thee, by heaven's bright host adored ; 

To whom, with harp of gold and seraph tongue, 

Myriads of white-robed sing redemption's song ; 

Yet, " Son of man," Thou who didst leave Thy throne 

For me, to live and die despised and lone. 

Oh, take my heart, and, filled with love to Thee, 

Its every thought shall make sweet melody ! 

I know not if the painter's skill had shed 
A faint soft halo round that pictured head ; 
But as in fancy oft I see it now, 
A light seems resting on its lowly brow ; 
Not like the glowing noon's effulgent blaze. 
Or sunset's gorgeous ever-lengthening rays. 
So half revealed we scarce might know 'twas light 
But for the darkness of surrounding night, — 
Too dim one mournful shadow to efface 
From that meek form and sorrow-stricken face ; 
Yet 'twas the semblance of a crown too bright 
To be perceived by mortal's feeble sight ; 
And He who sat by Galilee's blue sea 
When the chill dews of night fell silently. 
Bore on His vesture, and His thigh, a name 
Loftier than heaven's high potentates might claim. 

From everlasting : ere the heaving flood 
Obeyed the mandate of the living God ; 
Ere yet the hoary mountains were brought forth. 
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Or icy chains had bound the frozen north ; 

Or flowers had shed their perfume on the breeze, 

Or glad birds nestled in the waving trees ; 

Or angel harps the first sweet chorus woke, 

Or seraph songs primeval silence broke, — 

One with the Father, and the Spirit one. 

He lived, God's equal and beloved Son ; 

And He had many crowns, but on His brow 

One only, to my gaze, seemed resting now 

Eclipsing every other, — for He trod 

Alone the winepress of the wrath of God. 

Alone He bore the sins of the whole world. 

And death and Satan to destruction hurled ; 

Alone He trod the winepress, and alone 

That " Man of sorrows," " King of kings," we own. 

Wonderful ! Counsellor ! the Prince of Peace ! 

Lo, of Thy government the vast increase 

Shall know no end. Ages shall roll along 

For ever burdened with the same glad song ; 

Ten thousand thousand ransomed ones shall tell 

How Thou on earth didst condescend to dwell 

That they might share Thy heaven; nor shall one spot 

Where Thou didst lowly sojourn be forgot, — 

Not Olivet, nor Calvary, nor the sea, 

The hallowed waters of blue Galilee. 

Saviour ! oh, bid us now begin to raise 

Heaven's lofty anthem of eternal praise ; 

o 
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Oh, put within our stony hearts the love 
Which led Thee from the glorious courts above ; 
And grant that we may give ourselves to Thee, 
As Thou didst give Thyself from all eternity ! 




CAN STARS LOVE GOD? 

I^AN the bright stars love God ? 
All through the dark still night. 
When the red sun has gone to rest, 
They shed their quiet light ; 
Shining because it is His will, 

Perhaps quite near to heaven ; but still 

The stars cannot love God. 

Can the young flowers love God ? 

He tells them when to bloom. 
Sends them the sunshine and the shower. 

Gives them their sweet perfume ; 
And when He fills with dew each cup, 

Wind-rose and daisy both look up ; 

But flowers cannot love God. 

Can the glad birds love God ? 

How far and fast they fly 1 
Singing and singing as they mount 

Up through the summer sky. 
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He sees the sparrows when they fall, 
He hears the nestling's feeblest call ; 

But birds cannot love God. 

Can the white lambs love God ? 

They frisk about in spring, 
Each guarded by its mother sheep, 

A happy, guileless thing. 
One Shepherd, with unsleeping care, 

Watches o'er every lambkin there ; 

Yet they cannot love God. 

Can children love Him ? Yes. 

You could not tell the star. 
Or flower, or lamb, or the gay bird 

Which flies so fast and far. 
About the King of earth and heaven ; 

But to each child a soul is given, . 

And children can love God. 

Oh, do you love Him ? He is good 

To all things, but He gave 
His well-beloved Son for you. 

To seek you and to save. 
You can love God. Then will you pray 

That you may love Him more each day. 

Because He first loved you. 
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BABY'S SHORT-COATING. 

HEY tell me, blue-eyed Percy, 
That thou hast really taken 
A step in life, and baby robes 
For evermore forsaken. 

So I must try to picture thee 

With tiny feet revealed, 
And round, plump knees, by short wide frock 

But scantily concealed ; 

And broad sash tied demurely, — 

Not with indecent haste, 
But bows and streamers quite exact. 

In primmest nursery taste. 

And then to match the laughter. 

Which is not noiseless now, — 
Not the hushed smile, I loved to note 

On lip and cheek and brow, — 

To match this low sweet laughter. 

Like music with a song 
Thy golden bells and coral 

Are tinkling all day long. 
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Oh, pleasant is the picture 

In many a sleepless hour 
I draw of thee in fancy, — 

My own fair summer flower. 

Thou camest like a sunbeam ; 

Our room was light before, — 
Oh, very light ! we scarcely knew 

It needed one ray more. 

But now it seems all beaded 
With many-coloured light, — 

Hues of thy life, not woven 
As yet to perfect white. 

Thou art a tiny despot. 

Unconscious of thy power ; 

A Uttle dial, noting not 
Thyself of day or hour. 

Yes, baby-ruler, everything 
Gives way for thy dear sake ; 

Each sound hushed for thy sleeping. 
All joy when thou dost wake. 

And art thou not a dial ? 

Thy mother never more 
Shall reckon time by months and years, 

As she has done before ; 



214 Sunshine and Shadow. 

But by each happy epoch 

Thy fair young life hath brought, 

Her baby henceforth blending 
With every other thought ; 

" Twas when I shortened baby," — 

So shall the new style run ; 
Or " when he doflfed his caps," or " when 

To feel his teeth begun." 

Oh, if it were a lovely thought 

To reckon time by flowers, 
More lovely by such living buds 

As thee to count the hours ! 

And 'twere unmeet thy shortening 

Should pass without a song 
From one who thinks glad thoughts of thee 

All day and all night long. 

A blessing on thee, baby. 

In robe or broidered frock. 
Thy feet in woollen bootlet 

Or shoe and snowy sock. 

A blessing on thee, baby. 

Whatever thou dost wear : 
Thine Auntie has thee in her heart. 

And looks upon thee there. 



• _ 
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''THEY WATCHED HIM THEREr 

Matthew xxvii. 26. 

LINES WRITTEN DURING LINGERING AND DANGEROUS 

ILLNESS. 

"^ THINK of Thee, O Saviour ! 




And count affliction gain 
If aught of suffering aid me 
To realise Thy pain. 

I think of Thee, O Saviour 1 
And bless the chastening rod ; 

Conforming to Thine image, 
Thou chastened Son of God. 

I think of Thee, O Saviour ! 

My trial hath been long ; 
But night has not seem*d weary, 

For Thou hast been my song. 

I think of Thee, O Saviour ! 

When loving voices seek 
In tender tones of pity 

Their sympathy to speak. 

How different the revilings 
Which Thou didst bear for me,- 

The taunts, the scorn, the tumult. 
Sounding on Calvary ! 



2i6 Sunshine and Shadow. 

I think of Thee when brightly 

The Fathers love doth shine, 
Lighting, as with a sunbeam, 
»^ This fainting heart of mine. 

Oh, then. Thy cry of wailing 
Seems sounding in mine ear, — 

God's billows rolling o'er Thee, 
Forsaken in Thy fear. 

More often still, my Saviour ! 

I meditate of Thee 
When by my couch some dear one 

Sits watching tenderly ; 

For no fond ear bent sadly 
To list Thy failing breath ; 

The stranger and the foeman 
Sat watching for Thy death. 

Uncheered, — ^unmitigated 
The cup to Thee was given ; 

My every pain is lightened 
By love from earth and heaven ; 

Each feverish fancy granted 
Almost before expressed, — 

Luxuriously pillow'd 
And soothingly caress'd. 
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Oh, 'tis well-nigh presumption, . 

In suflferings light as mine 
To speak, my stricken Saviour, 

Of fellowship with Thine ! 



But by the restless aching 
Which findeth no relief. 

And by the hidden conflict 
With sin and unbelief. 



By life's slow weary ebbing. 
By death so long delay'd. 

By the dark grave, familiar 
Because so oft surveyed, — 

By each of these, O Jesus ! 

I learnt to realise. 
Though but in feeblest measure. 

Thy dying agonies. 

My sufferings no atonement 
For sin could make to God ; 

Alone, of all the people, 

Thou hast the winepress trod. 

So there is nought of anger 
In this my Father's stroke ; 

He is but gently teaching 
My neck to bear Thy yoke. 



♦ 



• 
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And it is joy, my Saviour ! 

A blessed joy, to think 
The cup I am but tasting 

Thou didst vouchsafe to drink. 

I would press closer to Thee, 
A heavier cross would bear, 

So I might better know Thee 
And more Thy spirit share. 

It was Thy cloud which led me 
All through the joyous day. 

But now the fiery pillar 
Is shining on my way. 

And I shall better praise Thee 
Seeing Thee thus by night, 

Than if the desert pathway 
Had all been tracked in light. 

Soon, as Thou overcamest 
I too shall overcome. 

And bless the love which kept me 
So long away from home. 

I had been lost for ever 
Hadst Thou not thought on me 

Cold is my heart and selfish, 
Yet, Lord, I think of Thee. 
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MY SUFFERING CHILD, 

PRINGTIDE hath come again 

With all its wealth of flowers, 
And carols sweet of happy birds 
Through all the sunny hours. 
I hear the merry tread 

Of children's joyous feet, 
And open wide my garden door 
My rosy boys to greet 

But wliilst I list their tales 

And love their laughing glee. 
Ever, my little suflfering one. 

My thoughts still turn to thee. 
Another spring hath come, — 

Its soft winds fan thy brow ; 
But hope hath passed, that aught can bring 

Health to my Ernie now. 

How long ago it seems 

Since, folded in my arms, 
I gazed upon thy placid face, 

Fair with all baby charms. 
And deemed thee loveliest of all 

My little nursling band, 
And with a mother's love and pride 

Thy future fondly planned I 
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Ah, little thought I then 

Of what before thee lay, — 
The poor, pale semblance of a life, 

Struggling from day to day, — 
The flame so nearly quenched, 

Burning so faint and dim ; 
Else had I pleaded hard with God, — 

Had striven, perchance, with Him. 



I know now it is well. 

Though oft it wrings my heart 
To see thee, mine own beautiful, 

Afflicted as thou art ; 
I know now it is well. 

For in thy pale calm face, 
With every line of agony 

Sweet peace hath left its trace. 



" Partakers of Christ's sufferings, 

So we may like Him grow," 
The import of those wondrous words 

I never knew till now. 
My little preacher ! day by day. 

Through all thy struggling life, 
Thine, thine, has been the patience, 

And mine has been the strife. 
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'Tis some six summers past 

Since on my tiny flower 
The sore blight fell : winter hath come, 

Spring, autumn, sun and shower ; 
But never changing seasons bring 

Strength to thy powerless frame ; 
Pain, utter pain and weariness, — 

'Tis evermore the same. 



Few care to look on thee, — 

Thou art not sightly now. 
Though bright thy flaxen hair, and smooth 

Thy fair and open brow. 
And yet some love thee well ; 

My treasured one, my own ! 
There are whose prayers oft rise for thee 

Before thy Father's throne. 



It is His gentle hand 

Which measures out thy pain ; 
Tis He whose might hath strengthened thee 

The bitter cup to drain ; 
I know the whispers of His love. 

Unheard by our dull ears. 
Have made sweet music in thy soul 

Through all these weary years. 
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And like the melody 

Of some fair angel's song, 

'Midst busy turmoil evermore 
* Still softly borne along, 

So is thy presence in our home ; 
Thy life unlike our life, 

Thine, hourly suffering, heavenly peace ; 
Ours, earthly joy and strife. 



Thy brothers in their strength 

And wilfulness and glee, 
May sometimes tax their mother's powers, 

But 'tis not so with thee ; 
Christ in His school hath placed thee 

And gives thee lessons sweet, 
Learnt but by suffering children 

Low seated at His feet. 



Not now I grieve and mourn 

Thy wasted form to see : 
Beauty for ashes shall be given 

And joy for agony. 
Thy powerless feet shall one day tread 

The city's golden street ; 
Thy unused tongue break forth in songs 

Christ's praises to repeat. 
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So patiently I wait 

Our Father's daily will ; 
Thankful to fold thee to my breast 

And gaze upon thee still ; 
Submissive, when His tender voice 

Shall call thee to that land 
Where they who here have borne His cross 

Before their Saviour stand. 




ST. JOHN AND THE ANGEL. 

LINES ON A PAINTING BY RAFFAELLE. 

JWAS but a picture. Yet those forms 
Are still before mine eyes ; 
That aged saint, whose converse high 
Is of heaven's mysteries ; 
That angel's face so beautiful, 

Beaming with love and truth, 
And so majestically bright 
With everlasting youth. 

The loved disciple of our Lord, 

His eye undimmed by age, 
Has traced with firm unwavering hand 

The Book's last wondrous page ; 
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And now with upward earnest look 

Mingled with holy awe, 
He seeks from his celestial Friend 

Yet more of heaven to draw. 

Perchance he asks to know the time 

When, gathered into one, 
Earth's countless multitudes shall stand 

Before the eternal Son. 
Each solemn vision he recalls, 

Each sweet and heavenly song, 
And echoes back the martyrs* cry, 

" How long? oh. Lord, how long?" 

Or it may be that other thoughts 

Find place within his breast, — 
Of those whom once he knew and loved. 

Now peacefully at rest. 
He may have asked what posts they fill. 

What offices they bear; 
What glorious sceptres now they wield. 

What wide dominions share ? 

Perchance with glad triumphant faith 
He hears the summons given ; 

" The Spirit and the Bride say, ' Come,' 
Come, seek a purchased heaven." 
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Oh, bums not his uplifted heart 

To find admission there ; 
To change for sight its steadfast hope, 

For praise, its ceaseless prayer. 

Or it may be that anxiously 

He looks through future days, 
And for the persecuted Church 

The Bride of Jesus prays. 
Adown the vista of long years, 

By revelation's light 
He sees the nations fettered, bound 

In Popery's dark night. 

Whatever it be, the Angel's face 

Beams with the gentlest love. 
Reflected from the smile of Him 

Who fills the throne above \ 
" Fear not," it seems to say, " thy God 

Doth govern all below ; 
What here thou understandest not, 

Hereafter thou shalt know." 

I lingered still, till all entranced 

With that seraphic smile, 

I seemed to stand with breathless awe 

On Patmos' holy isle. 

p 
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I lingered, and on fancy's ear 

Sounds of soft music fell ; 
Methought it was the angel's voice 

Low whispering, " Fare thee well ! " 

" Farewell ! No more shall angel bands 

Appear to sons of men ; 
No trumpet tone of prophecy 

Be heard on earth again. 
Farewell ! till at the last great day, 

Attending on our Lord, 
We meet to triumph o'er His foes, 

Joy in His saints' reward. 

" Farewell ! Yet though unseen, unheard. 

We shall be ever near ; 
They for whom Jesus lived and died. 

To heavenly hosts are dear. 
To us the tear of grateful love, 

The heartfelt contrite sigh. 
Are eloquent as cherub smiles. 

Sweet as the harps on high." 

Bright was the spell which fancy threw 
Around that pictured scene ; 

It would not be like other things 
Which are not but have been. 
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'Tis present, and it is to come ; 

For soon in realms of light 
Forms beauteous as that angel one 

Shall burst upon my sight 




THE FIRST CHRISTMAS CAROL, 

[HE stars are shining bright and clear, 
The hills are white with snow, 
It is the Christmas eventide, 
As little children know ; 
For Christmas carols, sweet and glad. 

Are sounding on the air. 
And dark smooth holly leaves are twined 
With Christmas roses fair. 



Not in our own dear land was heard 

The first sweet Christmas song. 
But where the crimson lilies bloom 

Judea's hills among ; 
Those hills where David long before 

His father's sheep had kept. 
And where, o'er Rachel's lonely tomb, 

The sorrowing Jacob wept. 



i 



228 Sunshine and Shadow. 

Not by a choir of white-robed priests 

Was that first carol sung ; 
Not through the temple's glittering courts 

Its faultless music rung ; 
No listening crowds had gathered there 

That wondrous chant to hear ; 
Save a few shepherds on the hills 

No human soul was near. 



Twas sung by a great multitude 

Of angels pure and bright, 
And o'er the rocks and waving trees 

There shone a glorious light ; 
Never was heavenly music heard 

Before by sons of men ; 
Never perchance shall song like that 

Be heard on earth again. 



We know the tidings which they brought 

Of Christ our Saviour's birth, 
Their song of " Glory be to God, 

Peace and goodwill on earth." 
In crowded church and quiet homes 

We chant that carol still, — 
'Tis heard from city streets and courts, 

And vale, and lonely hill. 
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It was for us the Saviour came, 

For us He lived and died ; 
For us was bom a little babe, 

For us was crucified. 
And so the Christmas carol, sung 

By angels long ago. 
Is sweeter than all other songs 

Which Christians sing below. 

LUTHER AT ERFURT 

ETHOUGHT I saw an ancient room 
Deep shrouded in monastic gloom ; 
Scantly the sun's long dusky ray 
Through the high casement found its way, 
As if it were a thing too bright 
To look upon each mystic rite, — 
Too glad to shine upon a spot 
Where home and earth must be forgot ; 
And men, unrecking love or grief. 
Must pass the weary term of life, 
Striving by penances to gain 
What sought for thus is sought in vain. 
Illuminated missal rare, 
And ancient manuscript were there, 
And rolls, which in the times of old 
Were decked with pearl and shining gold ; 
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Piled on the dusky shelves they lay, 

Relics of many a long past day, — 

The convent's boast from age to age. 

Though little conn'd each learned page. 

Amid his life's unvaried round 

One youthful monk brief solace found 

In gathering from this hoarded store 

The buried gems of ancient lore ; 

Yet not in human lore his mind 

Its fitting aliment could find ; 

Not earthly wisdom might impart 

Peace to his anxious burdened heart, 

Primeval innocence restore, 

Or teach the deathless soul to soar 

Above the narrow bounds of space. 

Fearless, to yon bright dwelling-place 

In the far heavens. Long he had sought 

In vain amid those fields of thought, — 

When a small volume met his eye 

Decked with no rich emblazonry, 

No golden clasp, no picture fair, — 

Yet glorious truth was written there. 

And while he read, the livelong day 

Passed all too rapidly away. 

His brethren called, — he heard them not ; 

Food, weariness, were all forgot ; 

And when the evening shadows fell 



k 
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He hastened to his lonely cell ; 

And there, through all the silent night, 

Read by his lamp's dim flickering light, — 

A wondrous tale of love unsought. 

Of pardon for the guilty bought. 

Of blood which sprinkled on the soul 

Can make sin's sore diseases whole. 

Of penitence oft looking back 

0*er her thorn-strewed much erring track. 

Of faith which lifts her beaming eyes 

And sees no storm-cloud in the skies. 

Of love commencing now the lay 

She hopes so soon to sing for aye. 

Day after day, night after night. 

By noontide's ray or convent light 

The monk read on, — ^with joy and fear. 

Deep feeling that his God was near. 

And pausing but his heart to raise 

In anthems of unuttered praise ; 

Or laying down his wondrous book 

To cast a heaven-imploring look. 

And breathe a whispered prayer on high, 

Heard amid angel-minstrelsy. 

That monk was Luther, — poor, unknown. 

Yet soon to sh^ke earth's mightiest throne ; 

That book, — ^the life-transforming Word, 

The priceless volume of the Lord. 
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LUTHER AT WORMS. 

[HE morning sun had risen now 
Circling the day's unclouded brow, 
Glancing on high embattled wall 
And streaming through a lordly hall, 
Where on concerns of grave import 
A youthful monarch held his court ; 
Princes and gallant knights were there 
With shining swords and martial air, 
And mitred prelates, stem and proud. 
Were seen among that glittering crowd. 
One stood alone amid the throng ; 
No theme seemed he for poet's song 
Compared with them, — the brave, the high, 
Europe's assembled chivalry ; 
Yet in his earnest upward gaze 
So full of confidence and praise, 
A calm and holy courage shone, — 
Unlike that flame which, quickly gone, 
Lights up the warrior's flashing eye 
With momentary ecstasy. 
Imperial Charles' regal state, 
A gathering nation's scorn and hate. 
Were vain his soul to overawe ; 
For in futurity he saw 
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The judgment set : a loftier throne 
Than earthly potentate may own, 
Encircled by a nobler band 
Than round earth's sceptred princes stand. 
A moment to his sight seemed given 
The King and hierarchy of heaven ; 
And at the bar, a world — ^how mean 
Appeared earth's most imposing scene 
Compared with that ! There was a day 
When Luther might have turned away, 
Nor dared to lift his voice alone 
Regardless of the world's dread frown ; 
But oh, that day was past !, his cry 
From Erfurt's cell had pierced the sky ; 
His tearful, wrestling, earnest prayer 
Was heard, — and God was with him there ; 
There, heavenly wisdow to impart ; 
There, cheering his else fainting heart 
With hope celestial. 'Twas His word 
That glittering assemblage heard. 
And it resounded loud and long 
Though uttered by a mortal's tongue, 
Oft reverently while others slept 
The monk his vigil lone had kept ; 
Reading the story angels told 
At midnight to the saints of old, — 
The story of a Saviour's birth, 
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" Glory to God, and peace on earth." 
Now, strong in heaven-imparted might, 
He girt his armour for the fight. 
Took up the sharp two-edg^ sword, 
And raised the banner of the Lord ! 
Triumphant Word ! it was thy power 
Which conquered in that solemn hour. 
Long-hidden, long-despised, forgot. 
Save in some persecuted spot. 
From ancient Worms the truth went forth. 
From east to west, from south to north. 




CLOUDS, 

INGLY clouds of gold and purple, 

O'er the dark and distant sea. 
Visions ye of high archangels 
Robed in glorious panoply ; 
Thrones and crowns and kingdoms throng 
On us as ye pass along. 

Dearer far, ye pure and snowy 
Far away in heaven's dark blue. 

Keeping your white robes unspotted. 
Like the saints whom once we knew ; 

Well ye tell the wondrous story 
Of those ransomed ones in glory. 
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Crimson clouds, — ^who cannot read ye 

Gazing on a loved one's face, 
All your radiancy reflected 

In its glow of matchless grace ? 
Emblems ye in skies above 

Of our precious human love. 

There are cloudlets we can never 

Look upon without a tear, 
Small and fair, with scarce a rose-tint. 

Like the babes we might not rear ; 
Oft they linger in the sky. 

Loving still to see us nigh. 

There are clouds of storm and tempest, 

Giants rushing to the fight ; 
Clouds enshrouding mountain-summits, 

Yielding not to noontide light ; 
One, like earthly sin and strife, — 

One, the grief which lasts for life. 

Changing ever — strangely blending, 

Parting, meeting, passed away ; 
Emblems of our life's mutations 

Crowded in a single day ; 
Midst ye all the sun shines through ; 

There is sunlight for us too. 
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CALLED EARLY, 




OUR little eager faces 

Pressed 'gainst the window pane, 
Watching the falling snow-flakes 
Fast whitening field and lane. 

Four happy childish voices 

With gleesome laughter ringing ; 

Small hands, in merry mischief 
Large snow-balls gaily flinging. 

Crumbs bounteously scattered 
For hungry birds, whose song 

Shall warble a thanksgiving 

Through springtide, all day long. 

Round cheeks, more freshly blooming 

As cold the ice-wind blew ; 
Steps, scarce a footprint leaving 

As o'er the snow they flew. 

Glad early Christmas greetings. 

Glad Christmas carols sung ; 
Dark yew and shining holly 

For Christmas tokens flung. 
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Oh, world of change and sadness, 

How soon the bright hours go ! 
And rain falls darkly in our life 

Instead of pure white snow. 

Hushed are the merry greetings, 

Hushed voices glad and sweet, 
Hushed evermore the music 

Of those young joyous feet. 

The birds are chirping sadly ; 

Alas, perchance they know 
The dimpled hands which fed them 

Are colder now than snow ! 



One pale and wistful childish face 
Pressed 'gainst the window pane. 

Sad gazing o*er deserted lawn 
And down the silent lane. 

Three tiny graves, placed side by side 

Where early sumbeams fall ; 
Fair crosses, twined of spring's young flowers. 

Laid softly on them all. 

Ah, little one ! 'twas Jesus called, 

And so those sisters sweet 
Were borne by angels through the clouds 

Thfeir risen Lord to meet. 
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For 'midst the lofty victor palms 
Are some by children borne, 

And harps there are for children tuned 
And crowns by children worn. 

From earth to heaven, from death to life, 
Swift passed those sisters fair ; 

God grant the gentle child still left 
May one day meet them there. 




MY GRACE IS SUFFICIENT FOR THEE, 

RT weary, little one ? A moment rest, — 
In these still waters lave thine aching feet ; 
Rugged the path, and toilsome oft and strait, 
Up to the gates of pearl and golden street ; 
Yet here and there green pastures may be found 
And living streams refresh the dry and thirsty ground. 

So rest thee, weary one ; and I meanwhile 
Will talk with thee of one who long ago 

Trod the same path, — and now, with victor crown 
And garments whiter than fresh-fallen snow. 

Stands before God, — ^his toils and dangers o'er ; 

Present with Christ his Lord now and for evermore. 
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His own most touching summary of his life 

Shall well suffice us : " Thrice, for Christ's dear name, 

Beaten with rods ; once stoned, and shipwrecked thrice ; 
In cruel scourgings, nakedness and shame ; 

In joumeyings oft, in cold and weariness, — 

In hungerings and thirst, in toil and painfulness ; 

" In perils in the city, and full oft 

In watchings drear ; in perils in the sea, — 

In perils from the heathen ; and alas. 

From brethren false, fierce, cruel enmity ! " 

All this and more he gladly counted loss, 

If he might so win Christ and meekly bear His cross. 

Brought before kings in splendour high enthroned. 
He feared not God's whole counsel to declare. 

And from his prison in imperial Rome 

Sent us glad songs and thanksgivings and prayer ; 

Yet we do read that on his spirit pressed 

One trial, which he felt more bitter than the rest. 

I think it was his blindness (though perchance 
I may be wrong) ; but he could never write 

His own inspired epistles for himself. 

Nor yet his judge discern, from feeble sight ; 

I think 'twas blindness which he felt so sore. 

Thrice he besought the Lord, — thrice, — and then asked 
no more. 
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** Thom in the flesh," he called it ; for alway 
It rankled keenly ; he would fain have seen 

The face of thousands whom his burning words 
Stirred like a spirit from the vast unseen, — 

He would have kindled with his flashing eye 

The spark so lately lit, which soon might quench or die. 

Thrice he besought the Lord. The answer came ; 

Not, " I have heard thy prayer ; be thou relieved 
From thine infirmity." More loving words 

Than ever mortal heard that voice revealed : 
" My grace is all-sufficient for thy need ; 
My fulness shall be thine whenever thou dost plead." 

That promise is for us. Ten thousand saints, 

Since first 'twas given, have proved its living power ; 

Each child of God, in palace or in cot. 
Hath found it faithful to this very hour ; 

For life, with its stem battles, grace is given 

For earth and time and death, — and then for home and 
heaven. 

WHEN SHOULD YOU THINK OF JESUS. 

HEN should you think of Jesus ? 

Oh, when the sky is blue. 
And buttercups and daisies 
Are filled with morning dew ; 
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When little birds are singing 

A welcome to the light, — 
Then you should think of Jesus, 

For He makes all things bright ! 

When should you think of Jesus ? 

When winds are blowing high. 
And stormy clouds are spreading 

Quite over all the sky ; 
When thunder peals around you, 

And it is very dark, — 
Then you should think how Jesus 

Saved Noah in the ark. 

When should you think of Jesus ? 

When on your father's knee 
He tells you pretty stories. 

And you laugh merrily ; 
When your dear mother folds you 

So closely to her breast, — 
Then you should think of Jesus ; 

He loves you still the best. 

When should you think of Jesus ? 

When sin has made you fear. 
And you grow pale and tremble 

To feel that God is near, — 

Q 
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Then you should think of Jesus, 
For nothing but His blood 

Can cleanse your heart from evil, 
And give you peace with God. 

When should you think of Jesus ? 

When flowerets bloom or fade, 
When loved ones are around you, 

In sunlight and in sha^e ; 
In sorrow and in gladness, 

When skies are dark or blue, — 
Dear child, think always of Him : 

He always thinks of you. 




THE NIGHT-WATCH, 

LINES WRITTEN BY THE SICK-BED OF A DEAR FRIEND. 

IS not a lonely night-watch 

Which by thy couch I spend; 
Jesus is close beside us, — 
Our Saviour and our Friend. 

Often I strive, all vainly. 
To ease thine aching head ; 

Then, silently and gently, 
Himself He makes thy bed. 
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Oft vain my every effort 

To win thee tranquil rest ; 
Then in His arms He folds thee, 

Close pillowed on His breast 

He sees thy weary tossings, 
He knows thine every pain ; 

And proves His strength Almighty 
Thy weakness to sustain. 

Oh, when I long to whisper 
Some comfort in thine ear. 

What need I tell thee, dearest, 
Save that our Lord is here ? 

How different was the night-watch 
Which once for us He kept ; 

Earth — hell — all leagued against Him, 
Whilst friend and follower slept ! 

*Twas then He bore the burden 
Else had been ours to bear ; 

His peace is in our night watch, 
Our sins were with Him there. 

« 

Do we not hear Him saying, 
" Your guilt on Me was laid. 

Ye are my blood-bought jewels, 
Fear not, nor be dismayed. 



I 



244 Sunshine and Shadow. 

*" I sit beside the furnace, 
The gold will ^oon be pure ; 

And blessed are those servants 
Who to the end endure. 

" I will not lay upon you 
More than ye well can bear ; 

In pity I redeemed you, 
In love your sorrows share. 

" Because your trust is in Me 
This hour with you I spend ; 

And I am with you alway, 
Lo, even ^to the end. 

" A little while I bear you 

Close fastened on roy breast ; * 

Soon precious stones, and polished. 
Upon my brow to rest.t 

" I come to you, and cheer you 
In sorrow's dreary night ; 

And ye shall come and praise Me 
When faith is changed for sight 

" So look ye upward, onward 
To heaven's eternal shore ; 

Where ye shall surely enter, 
For I have gone before. 

* Ex. xxxiii. 29. . + Zech. ix, 16; Mai. iii. 17. 
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" And in its many mansions 

I keep for you a place ; 
Now ye but feel my presence — 

Then ye shall see my face. 

" No more a weary night-watch 

Together ye shall keep ; 
I shall not need to comfort, 

Ye have no cause to weep." 

Amen ! O blessed Saviour, 

Dwell with us, in us, here, 
Until we share Thy glory 

When God shall wipe each tear. 




SPRING, 

LOWERS are springing up around us ; 
Joyous birds are on the wing \ 
Once again, in gladness meeting, 
Christ our Saviour's praise we sing. 

Mingled voices hymn the carol ; 

Mingled feelings swell the strain ; 
Every heart Thine eye hath fathomed, 

Knowing all its joy and pain. 
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None would love as Thou hast loved us ; 

None eye pitied, save Thine own ; 
We were lost and weak and helpless ; 

Thou hast saved, and Thou alone. 

So, in all our time of gladness. 

Psalms of ceaseless praise we bring ; 

So, in all our time of sadness, 
Comfort Thou alone canst bring. 

Feeble is our best endeavour ; 

Holy Spirit, guide our song. 
Till with harps which need no tuning 

We have joined the heavenly throng. 

Then, where life's fair tree is shading 
Streams which know no ebb or flow, 

Ever loving, ever praising, 
All Thy glory we shall know. 

BIRTHDA V MUSINGS. 

LINES WRITTEN FOR C. H., ESQ., ON HIS 83RD BIRTHDAY, 

SUNDAY, APRIL 28tH, 1 867. 

Y birthday chimes! sweet Sunday chimes. 
Ringing so soft and clear ; 
Now far away like memories. 
And now like hope quite near. 




Sunshine and Shadow. 247 

They 'mind me of the bygone, 

With its free careless joy, — 
Sixty, — ^nay, seventy years ago, 

When I was yet a boy. 

Children love not that birthdays 

Should on a Sunday fall ; 
Oft I have heard them murmur, 

" Not birthday-like at all ! " 
The peaceful grave decorum 

Of England's Sabbath day. 
Suits not a young child's notion 

Of mom so blithe and gay. 

Rest, Sunday rest ! What is it 

To those who know no toil ? 
Their lamps so lately lighted, 

All unconsumed the oil. 
Children are like the lilies 

Which labour not nor spin, — 
Fair blooming in close shelter. 

For God doth fence them in. 

'Tis different when the burden 

Of life hath long been borne ; 
Welcome is Sabbath stillness 

To hearts which time hath worn ; 
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Welcome the hour of worship, 
Meek prayer and lowly praise ; 

Holy the sacramental hymn 
Our faltering voices raise. 

All swiftly passed my boyhood, — 

As on the crested sea 
A tiny bark with snowy sail 

Bounds on rejoicingly ; 
Youth too, — ^its mighty perils 

And wild delights went by ; 
And the working time, — the noblest time 

Of mortal life drew nigh. 

Then years flew on uncounted : 

For the battle-field of life 
Is not a shadowy dream-land. 

But earnest toil and strife. 
Mine has been lengthened labour, 

Yet have I loved it well 
And love it still, — though sweet I deem 

The Sabbath's tuneful bell. 

They tell me I bear lightly 
My fourscore years and more ; 

Perchance life's daily burden 
Feels lighter than of yore. 
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Experience brings us wisdom, — 

Clearer and purer light, 
And added influence and power 

To do and dare the right. 

Hushed are some kindly voices, 

Which oft in times gone by 
Brought greeting of good wishes 

And marked how time did fly ; 
Missing are some loved faces, 

Fplded some gentle hands ; — 
But I shall one day meet them. 

Far off in better lands. 

And still my kindred gather 

Round me, a beaming throng ; 
And friends my birthday welcome 

With flowerets and with song ; 
And smilingly they tell me 

I am but eighty-three ; 
My hundredth anniversary 

They hope to keep with me. 

My birthday chimes ! glad Sunday chimes. 

Sweet music without song, 
On April's changeful breezes 

So softly borne along ; 
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They bring me happy memories, 

And tell of joys above, 
Where Sabbath rest is endless, 

And labour changed for love. 

SEEK ME EARLY, 

|HOU bidd*st us seek Thee early, 
So we shall surely find : 
We come, O blessed Jesus, — 
Our Saviour true and kind ; 
We come in time of gladness, 

We come in hours of grief, — 

With childhood's joys so transient. 

With childhood's sorrow brief. 

We have not seen the glory 

Which Bethlehem's shepherds saw. 
Nor heard the midnight anthem 

They heard with wondering awe ; 
In i^pturous haste they sought Thee, 

The Christ so lowly bom : 
We too would seek Thee early 

In life's rejoicing mom. 

No gifts have we to offer. 

Myrrh, frankincense, and gold. 

Such as the wise men brought Thee,— 
Star-guided seers of old ; 
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Nor spikenard's costly ointment, 

Like that which Mary gave, 
Anointing Thee beforehand 

For Joseph's rock-hewn grave. 

Nothing have we to bring Thee, 

Oh, Saviour, but our love 1 
Harp-notes are ever ringing 

To angel-songs above, 
Yet wilt Thou deign to listen 

To hymns which children raise, 
Though all unskilled our music 

And faint our highest praise. 

Life's day is short and fleeting ; 

Eternity — ^how long I 
Oh, teach us now the key-note 

Of that Hosanna song 
Which little children chanted 

When Thou, in lowly state. 
Didst ride 'neath shadowy palm trees 

Through Salem's glittering gate. 

Lord, give us now Thy Spirit ; 

Grant us Thy constant grace. 
Till having sought Thee early. 

At length we see Thy face, — 
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See Thee in cloudless glory, 

The Lamb which once was slain, 

And join the host of ransomed 
Who follow in Thy train. 



THE SEALED OF GOD. 

** Sealed with that holy Spirit of promise." — Eph. i. 13. 

[Large quantities of timber were brought to the port of Ephesus 
and bought there by the merchants. Each sealed his purchase with 
his own peculiar seal, and then left it exposed to wind and weather, 
frequently, for a long period of time. When, however, he wished to 
claim it, he either came himself or sent a trusty messenger bearing 
his signet ring ; if the impression in the wood answered to the signet, 
the claim was at once admitted.] 

GALLANT ship her anchor cast 

'Neath Prion's rocky height, 
Her gilded prow still flashing back 
The sunset's glowing light ; 
Behind her, far as eye could reach, 

The rippling waters lay; 
Before her, palaces and fanes 
Mingled in fair array. 

Yes, the oft-longed for port was reached. 

And fondly gazed the crew. 
Noting each dear familiar spot 

Their happy childhood knew ; 
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The circling hills and peopled plain, 

The Cayster's glancing stream ; 
The glorious Temple's pillared front, 

All Asia's boast and theme. 

A few calm hours, — and morning broke 

O'er Pactyas' rugged brow ; 
And wrestlers in the Stadium met, 

And crowds passed to and fro ; 
And many a rapid footstep turned 

To swell the eager throng 
That pressed to greet the stately ship. 

Absent from port so long. 

Goodly her freight ; for, firmly bound. 

Broad massive rafters lay, 
In Lebanon's dim forests hewn. 

Through many a toilsome day ; 
Not Tyrian purple was more prized, 

Scarce gold more keenly sought 
Than cedar, from the solemn heights 

Of snow-capped Sirion brought ! 

A merchant to the vessel came ; 

Far off, in his own land. 
He built a high and beauteous house 

Which evermore should stand. 
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The firm foundation had been laid, 
The comer-stone was placed ; 

But with carved polished cedar-work 
The ceilings must be graced. 

So he had crossed bleak, misty hills. 

And stream and sultry plain, 
At costly price, with risk and toil 

This treasure to obtain. 
Pile after pile he chose, and each 

Sealed with his signet ring; 
Faint was the impress, but it bore 

The likeness of a King. 

And then he left them. Weeks and months 

And years passed slowly by; 
Men marvelled that siich precious store 

Neglected thus should lie. 
Cold midnight rain upon them fell 

And noontide's scorching ray ; 
But the sealed impress, faint at first, 

Grew deeper day by day. 

A sterner winter than the rest 
Had passed ; but with the spring 

A trusty messenger appeared. 
Bearing the signet ring. 
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It answered to the ancient seal 

Those time-stained rafters bore ; 
He claimed them in his master's name, 

Nor left them as before, — 

For wind and calm had done their work, 

Seasoned by sun and rain 
The wood could bear the carver's tool, 

The varnish well retain. 
*Twas carried o'er the far-off hills. 

O'er plain and surging stream ; 
And soon the merchant's house was decked 

With many a polished beam. 



Children of grace, ye, who have been 

By God the Spirit sealed. 
To whom the things eye hath not seen 

Have been in part revealed, — 
Deem not, though summer's drought consume. 

Though wintry tempests frown. 
That He who purchased you will fail 

At last to claim His own. 

Bought, — not with perishable things, 

Silver or shining gold. 
But with the precious blood of Christ, — 

The Lamb ordained of old ; 
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Can ye not trust His faithful love, 

Whether by joy or woe, 
To deepen into perfect lines 

The impress on your brow ? 

Though years should linger, faint ye not ; 

In Jesus* might be strong, — 
The darkest night hath still a mom. 

The leafless tree a song ; 
The veriest wanderer on the earth 

Doth not for ever roam ; 
The messenger shall surely come, — 

The sealed be taken home. 
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Church Reform. 

Being Papers on the subject, with fall Notes and Introduction. 
Crown 8vo., extra cloth, lunp. 28. 6d. 

The seven letter s, in tinted cover ^ 8<2., or Is. per dozen, and for distribution 
at 50a. per hundred, on direct application to the Publishers. 

Bishops and Clergy of Other Days. 

"With an Introduction on the Beal Merits of the Beformers and 
Puritans. Crown 8to., extra cloth, 4s. 

Lessons from English Church History. 

A Lecture delivered in the Town Hall, Oxford, May 1st, 1871. 
The Provost of Oriel in the Chair. With Api>endix, g^vii^ the 
opinions of some of our well-known English divines on the 
points of Controversy on the Lord's Supper. 66 pp. Paper 
Cover, 6d. Limp Cloth, Is. 
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Coming Events and Present Duties. 

Being Miscellaneous Sermons and Addresses on Prophetical Sub- 
jects ; arranged, revised, and corrected. Crown 8vo. Ss. 6d. 

The Two Bears, 

And other Sermons for Children. With Illustrations by Dalziel. 
Extra doth. Is. 6d. 

Home Truths. 

Being the Miscellaneous Addresses and Tracts, revised and cor- 
rected especially for this work. Sixth edition. F'cap 8vo., extra 
cloth, Ijettered. Eight Series. Each illustrated with a Frontis- 
piece and Vignette Title. Each volume, ds. 6d. 

This work is alsokept in Moroeeo^ Russia^ and other elegant bindings^ for 
presents; prices and specimens o/ which will be forwarded on appli' 
cation to the Publishers. 

Hymns for the Church on Earth. 

Being Three Hundred Hymns, for the most part of Modem date. 
Selected and arranged by the Rev. J. C. Eyle,.M.A. Ninth 
Edition. 

In small Svo., black cloth, red edges, 4s.; limp cloth, for invalids. As.; 
black antique, As. 6d.; violet and extra cloth antique, gilt edaes, 58.; 
Turkey Morocco, 10s. 6d. Also in Russia and other bindings, for 
presentation. 

A Portable Edition of " Hymns for the Church on 

Earth." Printed on toned paper. Extra cloth, gilt edges, Ss. 6d. ; 
red edges, 3s. 

Spiritual Songs. 

Coloss. iii. 6. Being One Hundred Hymns, not to be found in the 
hymn books most commonly used. Selected by the Bev. J. C. 
Eyle. Fifteenth enlarged edition. Series I., glazed wrapper, 9d. ; 
fancy cloth, gilt edges. Is. Series n., uniform with the first 
series : in glazed wrapper, gilt edges, Is. ; limp cloth. Is. 4d. 
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Story of Madame Ther^se, the CantiniSre; 

or, the Frenth Army in '92. Tnuidatwl from the work of M. M. 
EKkmann-Chairnin, by two Sistfn. With an ln1roJurtii>ii snd 
Edited by the Eev. J. p. Jlyle, M.A. WiUi nineteen fuU-p 
EngraringB. CKwn fivo. Si. 6d. 
A dilaUed Lift of all Tntcli hy (Ac 3ini. J. C. Bpla nag It oUaifici 



BY THE REV, GEORGE EVERARD^ M.A.j 

Day by Day ; 

or, Connaels to Cbriatiuu on tlie Dettule of Eyetj-3aj Life. Wttli 
Introductaon tiy the Bey. T. Varrs, Incambent of St. Hut's . 
Hnstjogti. I^n.h Edition. F'cap 8td., oloth, red edgeB.SB.i an- 
-tiqite, fjitt eSges, Se, Sd. 
Chemp Edition, unifonn wtUi " Not Your Own." Is. Sd. 

Home Sundays ; 

OTi Help tuid Consolation from the SanctlTAjr' Cloth extra, Ss. j 
bereUed. gilt edgeg, 3b. Sd. 



. Fourth Editjoa. IBmo. 
limp, Is.; ezliti binding, ls.£d. 

Safe and Happy. 

Words of Help and Encoorflgement to TonDg "Women, 
Prsyera tiJi TlaOj use. Unifonn with "Not Tour Own, 
Second edition. Limp dotb, le. Eitm cloth, gilt edges, Is 
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BY BROWNLOW NORTH, B.A., 

Magdalen Hall, Oxford; 
Begutrar of the Dioeeae of Winchester and Surrey, 

Think on these Things ; 

or, the Gall of Wisdom. Uniform with " OurselTes." 8s. 

The Prodigal Son ; 

or, the Way Home. Cloth boards, extra, antique binding. 28. 

CoNTEKTs.— 1 About Frodigals.— 2 About Idolaters.— 3 About the 
Sheep and the Swine.— 4 About Demoniacs. — 6 The Recovery. — 
6 Repentance and Conversion.— 7 The Way Home.— 8 The 
Reception. 

Ourselves : 

A Picture sketched fi:^m the History of the Children of Isradl. 
Fourth Edition, doth boards, 2s. 6d. ; antique binding, Ss. 
Fifth and Cheaper Edition. 18mo., cloth limp. Is. 9d. 

Yes ! or No ! 

or, God's Offer of Salvation. Qen.. xxiv. 58. Uniform with 
"Ourselves." Third Edition. Extra binding. 3s. 18mo., doth 
limp, cheap edition. Is. 9d. 

You ! what You are, and what You may be. 

Sketched from the history of the Gadarene. Uniform with " Our- 
selves." Square. Is. 

The Rich Man and Lazarus. 

A Practical Exposition. Uniform with " Omrselves.'' Second 
Edition. Square 18mo., cloth boards. Is. 6d. ; extra binding. S^. 
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UNIFORM SERIES OF LARGE TYPE BOOKS. Each Sixpence. 

The Good Physician. 

Short Papers on Eternal Truths. 

God's Way of Salvation. 

Limp cloth. 

Gathered Leaves. 

A Series of Addresses in large type. Limp doth. 

Earnest Words : New and Old. 

A Series of Addresses. With Prayers and Hints for Christians. 
Limp doth. 

Think ! 

Earnest Words for the Thoughtless. Large type. Limp doth. 

Words for the Anxious. 

Second edition. Large type, limp doth. 

Wisdom : her Cry. 

A Commentary on Proverbs i. 21—83. 

Wisdom : Who has it ? 

An Exposition on 1 Cor. 1. 

The Grace of God. 

Thought on Titus ii. 11—19. 

Christ the Saviour, — Christ the Judge. 

John V. 16—89. 

Leaves. 

A Series of Tracts in very Large Type, for Gteneral Distribution. 
In packets of fifty, assorted. 6d. 
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BY THE REV. SAMUEL GARRATT, M.A., 

Viear of 8t. Margaret t^ Ipswich, 

Veins of Silver; 

or, Treasuies hid beneath the SurlStuse. Crown 8to. doth. 4s. 6d. 

Christian Chivalry; 

or, the Armour of God on the Soldier of the Cross. Small 8vo., 
extra cloth. 88. 

Signs of the Times ; 

Showing that the Coming of the Lord Draweth Near. Second 
edition. Fcap 8vo., extra cloth. 28. 6d. 



BY THE REV. GORDON CALTHROP, M.A., 

Vicar of 8t. Augustine*s, Highbury New JParkf London. 

The Lost Sheep Found, 

And other Seimons. (Fourteen.) Preached to the Children of 
St. Aiig'a8tine*s Church, Highbury, London. Second edition. 
Square 18mo. 8b. 

Pulpit Recollections. 

Being Sermons preached during a Six Years* Ministry at Chelten- 
ham and Highbury New Park. Bevised and adapted for general 
reading. One Vol., poet 8vo. 66. 6d. 

Lectures on Home Subjects. 

Addressed especially to the Working Classes. F*cap 8vo. 28. 6d. 

" Salted with Fire." 

A View of the Doctrine of the Eternity of Punishment. Tinted 
wrapper, id. 

The Secret of Rome's Strength. 

A Sermon preached at the Parish Church, Islington. In tinted 
wrapper. 8d. 
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BY THE REV. C. D. MARSTON, M.A., 

Vicar of St. FauVsj South Kensington. 

Manual on the Inspiration of Scripture. 

F'cap 8vo. Cloth. 28. 6d. 

Fundamental Truths ; 

Papers on Important Doctrines. F*cap 8yo., doth boards. Is. 6d* 

The Four Gospels : their Diversity and Harmony. 

F'cap 8vo. 28. 

The Position of the Laity in the Church. 

Third and Enlarged Edition. 8d. 

SERIES OF DOCTRINAL TRACTS. 

TWO PENCE BACH. 

Atonement. A Few Thoughts on the Death of Jesns Christ. 
Conversion. A few Solemn Thoughts on an Important Subject. 
Election. Thoughts of Qod's Gracious Purpose in Christ. 
Inspirati&n. The Claim of the Bible to be the Word of God. 
Prayer. Its Nature and Answer. 
Sanctification. The Holy Spirifs Work in the Belieyer. 



BY THE REV. W. 0. PURTON, B.A., 

Sector of Kingston-on'Sea, 

Songs in Suffering. 

The Voice of Trust and Praise in Sickness and Sorrow. Hyinns 
for the Season of Affliction. Collected and arranged. With 
Original Hymns. Extra doth, red edges, 3s. ; gilt edges, Ss. 6d. 
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Trust in Trial : 

or, Lessons of Peace in the School of Affliction. Meditations, 
with Prayers and Hymns for the Bick and Suffering. Fcap 
8vo. Third edition. Cloth, Is. 6d. ; extra doth, 28. 

Hymn Book for the Sick. 

In lax^ type, with texts of Scripture. limp doth. Is. ; paper, 
6d. 



Scripture Truths ; 

or, the Way of Salvation set forth in Words of Admonition, 
Counsel, and Comfort. Thirty-one Sheets; arranged for One 
Month, on a Boiler in very large type. With introduction by the 
late Rev. William Marsh, D.D. Twentieth Thousand. Is 6d. 

Hand-book to " Scripture Truths." 

An adaptation of this work as a large type Manual for the Sick 
Boom and District Visitor. Limp doth. Is. ; quarter bound, 9d. ; 
TsL-pet cover, 6d. Seventieth thousand. 

The Believer's Daily Portion. 

A Second Series of " Scripture Truths." With Introduction by tiiie 
late Bev. WiUiam Marsh, D.D. Mounted on roller, 28. 

Hand-book to " Believer's Daily Portion." 

Cloth, Is. ; quarter bound, 9d. Paper cover, 6d. 



The Home Visitor and District Companion. 

A Monthly Magarine. Edited by the Bev. P. B. Power, M.A. 
24pp. demy €\o. One Penny. Illustrated with many Engravings. 

The Christian Advocate and Review. 

Edited by the Rev. Edward Garbett, M.A. Monthly Is. 
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EVENING HOURS, 

Edited by the Bev. E. H. BICKEBSTETH, M.A., 



Monthly. Large 8vo. 64pp. Price Sixpence. Well illustrated. 



ARRANGEMENTS FOR 1873. 

Bet of Stowe : a Serial Tale of the last century, 
founded on fact. By Lady Barker. 

The Bridal of the Sphits': a Romaimt. By the 

Rev. P. B. Power. 

Dark Shadows of London Life ; or, Human Ex- 
istence East of the City. By J. Weylland,.Esq., Author of " The 
Man with the Book," etc., etc. 

Glimpses of America. By John S. Howson, D.D., 

Dean of Chester. 

Women's Needs, and Women's Work. By 

Mrs. Gordon, Author of "The Home Lite of Sir David Brewster," 
*• Work: Plenty to do, and How to do it." 

Analogies of Scripture and Science. By Hugh 

Macmillan, LL.D. 

Incidents of Hospital Life. By the Author of 

" The Life of the Rev. Dr. Marsh.' 

Serial Story of the Wisconsin Fires. By the 

Author of " Broad Shadows in Life's Pathway." 

[In preparation.] 

A Visit to Moab. By the Rev. C?«ion Tristram, 
LL.D., F.R.S 

Leaders of the Quietist movement in France. 

By A. M. James, Author of " Christian Counsels." 

Round the World for Health. By D. M. Berry. 
Biographical Sketches of Divines. By the Rev. 

Canon Ryle. 



In thft Track of Christian Charity. By the 

BtrTOordon Calihrop. 
Heroines of the Poets. By L. Madeline, Esq. 

The Bomance of Missions. By Bev. H. Stern, and 

oihers. 

Kit Mowbray ; or, This Generation. By A. 

OL Ef^aid, F.S.A., Author of "Life and Times of Algernon 
SfiJbty," etc. 

Jotting from the Fathers. By J. E. B. Mayor, 

late Libiarian of Cambridge. 

Parables for Children, and other Papers. By 

the Editor. 

Addresses to Public School Boys. By Public 

Men. 

Hymnody and Church Music. By Dr. Gaunt- 

lett, J. T. Cooper, Esq., and others. 

Poetry. By Rev. R. Wilton, H. L. L., Miss Havergal, 
J. Threlfall, the Editor. £. J. Craik, and others. 



In addition to the above, Articles will be contributed by 



The Lord Bishop 9i Ripon. 
R. Dudley Baxter, Esq. 
The Rev. Canon Bell, M.A. 
W. H. Cook, Esq., M.D. 
Tlie Rev. Dr. Edershebn. 
Rev. A. Eubale-Evtta. 



The Hev. JoAaa Eirkman, M.A. 
J. Macgregor, Esq. (Rob Roy.) 
The Rer. H. Shepheard. 
The Ref. A. W. Thorold, M.A. 
The Author of "Copsley Annals." 
Miss £. J. WhAtely, etc., etc. 



EVENING HOURS, very fully illustrated, elegantly bound in em- 
blematic cloth, Vol. I., 6s. Vol. II., plain edges, 78. 6d. ; gilt 
edges, 88. 
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